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THE 

YOUTH'S I>AYSP1INI>. 

Vol. I. BOSTON, JAKUABY, 1850. Ko. L 

TO OUR YOUNG READERS. 

This number of the Youth's Dayspring is the first of 
a series with which we propose to furnish our young 
readers from month to month. You are all fond of read- 
ing stories ; and we arc going to take a great deal of pains 
to tell you stories that will please and instruct you, and do 
you good ; and especially lead you to try to do good to 
others. And we wish to have you take particular notice of 
one thing in regard to our stories, which cannot be said of 
all the stories that children read, namely, that they are aU 
true. We shall not manufacture any stories for you, out of 
our own imagination, neither shall we copy any from other 
papers, or books, that do not come well attesj^d for truth; 
For instance, the story about tlie " gold dollar ** in this num- 
ber is all true, and so is the story of Mariam, the little 
Armenian girl, and so of the others. 

Each number will have one or more wood engravings, ta 
enable you to understand better the condition of the people 
who are described in these pages ; and thus by our stories and 
our pictures, we shall endeavor to carry you around through 
the world, as it were, and show you the missionaries labor- 
ing in the difierent countries, and the kinds of people for 
whom they labor, and the appearance, manners, and customs 
of the countries in which they are living. 
1 
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And what is all this for ? It is to make you more inte- 
rested in the missionary work ; and to form in you the habit 
of studying the subject, and trying to find out the condition 
of all the little boys, and girls, and men, and women, all 
over the world ; and to lead you to ask yourselves, what you 
can do to make them happier and better than they now are. 
Some of you may think that what you can do is so little, 
that it is hardly worth while to try to do any thing at all ; 
but this is a very great mistake. Look at the Mississippi 
river. What a majestic^ river ! How long, and broad, and 
deep it is, and how many steam- boats and vessels of different 
sizes and descriptions float upon its surface ! If you were 
to stand upon its banks at New Orleans, and pour a little 
stream of water into it, as large as your little finger, it 
would not seem to make the smallest difference in the size 
of the river. And yet, if you were to go to the tops of the 
mountains at the north and west, where this mighty river 
takes its rise, you would see that it is fed by little streams 
of water bursting forth from the ground, each one of which 
is no bigger than your little finger. There are tens of 
thousands of them, coming from a great many different 
mountains, and as they run along their downward course 
many of them flow together, — hundreds of these little 
streams as big as your finger making one as large as your 
arm ; and hundreds of those as large as your arm making 
one as large as your whole body ; and so on, until all these 
different streams, coming from the north, and the east, and 
the west, unite at the bottom of the great valley of the 
Mississippi, and form the noblest of all the rivers in the 
world. Now if one of those first little streams were to say, 
I am so small that I can^t do any thing towards making the 
great river Mississippi, and I wont run any more ; and if 
another little stream were to say the same ; and another still, 
say the same, and so all these little streams were to stop 
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running, what do you think would happen? Why, in a 
short time there would be no Mississippi river left ; it would 
all be dried up ! Just so would it be with that great river 
of Christian beneficence, whose streams are now flowing 
through the world, and making glad the city of our God ; if 
the individual contributors were to cease contributing, — 
each one saying that his little mite pould do no good. The 
stream would soon be dried up. All our schools in heathen 
lands would be closed ; our presses stopped ; and our mis- 
sionaries called home, and the native Christians sent back 
to heathenism ! If each one of the children of America 
were to give only a single cent a year to the missionary 
cause, a sufficient sum would be raised to send out a great 
many missionaries to the heathen. Our object will be to 
try to induce every child and youth not only to do his own 
duty, but to labor in all proper ways to lead all his compan- 
ions to do the same. 



INDIAN SCENERY AND SUPERSTITIONS. 

All our readers must agree, that the picture on the next 
page presents a very beautiilil scene. It does not look 
exactly like any thing you have ever seen in America, and 
yet it is not very unlike. Some of the trees resemfble the 
trees of this country, and you might easily fancy that the 
river is an American river ; l)ut the buildings are wholly 
unlike any to be found on this continent There are 
some very pleasant, and some very unpleasant things 
about this picture, and I am now going to tell you a little 
about both. It represents a scene in Bengal, India. Some 
of the trees are the cocoa-nut, the plaintain, the betel-nut, 
and the tamarind. The river is the Ganges, about which 
you have read in the geography. The whole taken together 
—the houses, the trees, the river, the boats, the little anima l s, 
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the female figures on the water's edge, the ^adows in the 
water, &c., present altogether a most beautiful view ; but it 
» here, as Bishq> Heber says in the hymn, that " every pros- 
pect pleases, but only man is vile." That largest building 
on the opposite side of the river, is a heathen temple, built 
for the worship of one of their i^ gods called Sheeva. 
The tree over this temple is called the Bhur-tree, which is 
considered very sacred by the Hindoos, and is itself vjt ^h- 
ject of worship. People come here every day with fruits 
and flowers to present to tMs so-called god ; and sometimes 
they offer bloody sacrifices. Those women on this side, have 
come down to dip themselves in tbe sacred waters of the 
6aQg:e% expecting thus to wash away their answ Poor de- 
luded creatures ! Many a mother leads her little children 
to that spot, and teaches them to seek the cleansing of their 
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kearts, not from the blood of Jesus Ckrist, bat from liie 
waters of that stream. O how thaakiiil ought yoa to be that 
you were not bom of heathen parents ! On a point of land 
running out into the water, you see two little goats that have 
become tired of frolicking in the hot sun, and have come down 
to take a cool draught from the river. The white object on 
the left of these, is the white brahmin bull set apart to Sheeva. 
He is quietly sleeping in the shade, and little suj^ioses that 
he is so sacred an animal. These are the unpleasant things 
about the picture, and they ought to make every one who 
looks upon it, weep, and resolve to do as much as is in his 
power, to deliver his fellow men from such delusions. 



MK. MATNAKD'S LAST LETTER. 

In the November number of the Daysprii^ is a letter 
from Mr. Maynard, missionary to the Jews of Salonica, ad- 
dressed to the young readers of that paper. And here fol- 
lows another letter from the same pen, which is the last 
he will ever write for this paper. Indeed this was written 
just after his return from the tour he mentions to Mt. Olymr 
pus in Greece, and while he was already suffering from the 
disease which soon after ended his life ; and so far as is 
known, this is the last letter he ever wrote. Just seventeen 
days after the date of this letter, oo the 14th of September, 
both he and his traveling con^anion together, were called 
away to the world of spirits. Let all our readers, therefore, 
consider this appeal as a voice addressed to them from the 
other woild, where our beloved brother now is. 

Salonica, August 28, 1849. 
To the YouBg Readers of the Daysprkig. 

My dear Young Friends : — A tH^rt time since the Rev. 
Mr. Parker, of Boston, and myself spent a night in a Greek 
village called Caria« It is about sixty miles from this city. 
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and containB one hnndred and fifty houses. It is situated in 
a beautiful valley, just at the foot of one of the highest and 
wildest peaks of Mt. Olympus. There is no "khan," or 
public house in that village. And indeed there seems to be 
little need of one, for few travelers go there. The only 
roads to the place are narrow and rocky footpaths, over high 
fidges of mountains. Many of the inhabitants were proba- 
bly never out of their own little valley. As we approached 
the town, we inquired of a man, whom we saw in the field, 
where we could stop for the night. He directed us to the 
church, and thither we went. A priest came to the door, 
and with a pleasant countenance invited us to remain. The 
church and houses for the priests are all under the same 
roof. 

In the evening, the simple-hearted people came to request 
medicine for their sick. We told them we were not physi- 
cians. Yet they insisted upon our giving advice. Accord- 
ingly we gave me best we could, recommending temperance, 
faithfiil nursing, and in some cases a simple prescription, 
hoping God would bless these means to their recovery. I 
commenced conversation with the priest, and soon spoke of 
the Bible. He said he had " the gospel " in ancient Greek, 
but could not understand it He wikied very much for a 
copy in the modem language, but there was not such a New 
Testament in the whole viDage. Indeed, he said he had 
never seen one J 

Think of this my young friends ! In that village were 
several hundred persons who profess to be Christianfi, and 
not ofte of them had a New Testament. Even their only 
religious teacher and spiritual guide, had never seen one, 
which he could read f And how, think you, could he teach the 
people the truths of our holy religion ? Alas ! few of these 
truths are taught here, but many vain ceremonies, of man's 
device. I never befoare so much wished a New Testament 
Gladly would I have given him my own, if he could have 
read it ! I told him that at some future time 1 might visit 
his village, to bring them the Scriptures, and talk with the 
people about the word of God, if he wished. He said he 
should be very glad to have me do so. He and otii^^ gave 
me an earnest, and I think sincere invitation to come and 
live with them, in order to instruct tlie people. They said 
they would give me a house, lambs, fowls, eggs, &c., and 
aometimea money. 
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Now my young friends, I presume there is not one of you 
who would not t«3te great pleasure in sending a New Testa- 
ment in modem Greek, to that poor priest. And periiaps 
not one of you would be unable to save money enough for 
that purpose. Such a Testament costs about twenty-live 
cents. I hope that poor man will soon have the word of 
God, whether your benefactions can come to him or not. 
But I wish you to bear in mind, that there are poor, ignorant, 
perishing men, all over the face of this earth, who are equally 
destitute of the Word of God. They live in sin, and die as 
they live, and you all know what are their dark prospects for 
another world. And if you wish to send to some of them 
the precious Bible, give your money to the missionaries, and 
they will carry for you to the destitute, the precious book 
which teaches men how to be holy and happy in another 
world. 

Very truly yours, 

E. Matnard. 



DEATH OF AN EAST INDIAN BOY. 

Ramgoti, a boy, bom in the village of Madra, two and a 
half days from Barisal, in India, was brought to a knowledge 
of the truth through the preaching of a native Christian 
named Kangali. During the rest of his life, he showed the 
spirit of an humble and devoted Christian, always trying to 
do good, and living in constant communion wiljh God his 
Savior. The following affecting notice of his*last hours is 
from the pen of Mr. Page, one of the English Baptist mis- 
sionaries in India. 

He had gone to market on a Monday in February last : on 
his return he was taken very ill with fever. Hourly the 
disease gained strength. Death was knocking at his dooi- 
Mother and sister, as they saw their only earthly stay about 
to be removed, were greatly agitated, and wept much. But 
the pious youth comforted them : " Weep not," he said, *^ I 
am going to Jesus Christ ; he calls me. But your grief and 
your tears delay my departure. I did wish to see the Sahib, 
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(alluding to the missionary.) I dreamed that he was here. 
Nevertheless he will think of you when I am gone. I 
am going to happiness." After a while, he called to his 
mother and said, " There you will find an inkstand, (it was 
worth six pice.) When I was at Barisal, the sirkdr's son 
gave it to me. But I have heard that the boy was punished 
for giving away any thing without his father's knowledge. 
In this I was to blame. I did wrong in taking it But I 
have owned to my fault, and asked forgiveness. For a long 
time I have wished to return the inkstand : but no one went 
from hence to whom I could intrust it Now do you return 
It, mother. Take care, do not faiL" So spoke this consci- 
entious boy. He could not die in peace while he held so 
trifling an article belonging, as he judged, to another! 

Very soon after this charge to his mother, he became con- 
scious of the approach of the last enemy, and he prepared 
to meet him. " Let us pray," he said. On this, his mother 
and sister, who were the only persons near him, (for no one 
else knew how rapidly he was dying,J put themselves in the 
posture of prayer. He tried to do tne same, but was too 
weak to move. " Hold me up, mother," he cried, " I must 
not pray lying down." And then, supported by those dear 
to him, he began to call on the Savior. Few were his 
words : but, from the depths of a sincere heart, they ascended 
high at the mercy seat; and they were numbered there. 
Oh ! speedily shall he receive an answer. Faint was his 
utterance, and fainter still; suddenly his voice failed, his 
head sunk, and the two lone widows, anxious to know why 
the prayer had ceased so abruptly, perceived that the 
suppliant had been called to the presence-chamber of his 
Lord ! 



CHINESE PUNISHMENTS. 



The Chinese laws mention five kinds of punishment to be 
inflicted on criminals; namely, 1. From ten to fifty blows 
with the lesser bamboo ; 2. From fifty to one hundred with 
the greater; 3. Transportation; 4. Perpetual banishment; 
and 5. Death. The lesser bamboo is a stick weighing about 
two pounds, and the greater weighs about two pounds and 
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three-quarters. Besides, there is public exposure in the kia, 
or cangne, which is not considered as a punishment, but only 
as a kind of reprimand. Here is a picture of a man under- 
going this exposure. The cangue is a frame of wood 




weighing between twenty and thirty pounds, made to fit 
round the neck, as is seen above. Upon it is written the 
name, residence, and offence of the delinquent ; and a police 
man is stationed near to prevent his escape. The frame is 
made so broad that the poor man cannot put his hand to his 
mouth, as you see, and of course he must have kind friends 
to come and feed him, or he would starve to death. 



10 
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Here is a man stretched out upon the ground, at full 
length, undergoing the dreadful punishment of the bastinado. 




The blows are inflicted upon the soles of the feet, and an 
officer stands by to see that they are well laid on. This 
mode of punishment is also resorted to in Turkey, Persia, 
and other countries in the East, and the criminal sometimes 
dies under the infliction. How thankful ought you to be 
that you have had your birtli in a land where such barbari- 
ties are not practiced ! The heathen are said to be without 
"natural aflection, implacable, unmerciful." The gospel 
will teach them humanity, by teaching them true religion. 
Some kinds of punishment are necessary for offenders in all 
governments, as well as in all families ; but, in proportion 
as the gospel is well understood, will justice be tempered 
with mercy. 
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THE GOLD DOLLAR. 

A little boy named Samuel, about four years of age, had 
a gold dollar which his father had given him, and which he 
loved very much. It was said to be made of pure California 
gold, and although I do not suppose that is any better than 
any other gold, yet it is just now an object of more curiosity, 
because of the wonderful quantity of gold that has lately 
been discovered in that country. Samuel's dollar, moreover, 
was a very beautiful piece of money ; — it was so small, and 
bright ; — and this was probably the true reason why little 
Samuel was so much attached to it It happened that a 
missionary, who had been many years in a distant heathen 
land, and who had returned for a while to America, came to 
the place where Samuel lived, and stayed at his father's 
house. When the little boy heard this missionary tell about 
the misery of the poor heathen children who are living with- 
out the Bible, and who have none of the nice little books 
that are so abundant in America, and no good pious parents 
to teach them about Christ, and no Sabbath schools, or other 
schools to go to ; he thought within himself that he would 
like to do something for their relief, and he asked his papa 
how much he ought to give. His papa did not think it best 
to decide this question for him, but merely remarked that if 
he chose he might give his gold dollar. This was touching 
Samuel in a very tender spot ; and now began a struggle 
between his inclination and his conscience, which lasted 
about two days ; during all which time little Samuel could 
hardly be easy a single moment " I've got a silver piece," 
(this was a ten cent piece,) said he, " and 111 give that" 
" If you choose," said his father, " you may give both of 
them." " You told me, father," said Samuel, " that I must 
not take the little gold dollar unless you gave me leave, and 
I don't think you will let me give that away." "I told 
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you," said the father, " that you must not take it to play 
with, for fear you would lose it, for it is very small ; but not 
that you must not take it to give to the missionaries to get 
the heathen a Bible." " Yes, father," said Samuel, <* but I 
don't believe that you will let me give this dollar to the 
heathen." " Try me, and see," replied his father. " O, but 
father," said the little boy, "it is a very small piece, and it 
can't do much good ; I'll give my ten cent piece to buy a 
Bible for the heathen, and that is much larger." " That will 
not pay for a Bible, my son," said the father, " it will hardly 
pay for a copy of the New Testament And besides, you 
know there are a great many heathen children who have no 
Bibles." " Well, I can't give my pretty gold dollar, father, 
I'm sure of that," said the boy. After thinking and talking 
a great deal more about it, he at last went and brought his 
silver ten cent piece, and gave it to the missionary, for the 
heathen. But still his mind was not easy. He had kept his 
gold dollar because he loved to look at it, and handle it, and 
feel that it was his, and not because he really needed it; 
and his conscience continually troubled him. He would 
often go to his father, and, of his own accord, begin to talk 
about it, in order if possible to get his father to say some- 
thing that would satisfy his mind, and give him peace, but 
in vain. And after a succession of struggles of this sort, 
which lasted more than a day, he at length came running up 
stairs to the room of the missionary, with the bright gold 

dollar in his hand, and said, " Here, Mr. , here is my 

fine dollar ; I wish you to take it for the heathen children ; " 
and his sparkling eyes and smiling face showed how happy 
he was in doing good to others ; and I have no doubt he has 
been a much happier boy ever since, than he would have 
been, if he had not summoned up resolution enough to make 
this sacrifice. Let all our young friends remember that one 
way to be haj^y is to deny ourselves in order to do good to 
others. 



TflE rotTTH^s oArspRiira. 13 



HAPPY DEATH OF AN ARMENIAN UTTLE GIRL. 

Litde Mariam was bom in Constantiiiople, and brought 
tip in the midst of ignorance and superstition. Her parents 
Were Anfienians, and they, like their countrymen generally 
before the missionaries went there, were in a great measure 
ignorant of the true way of salration through Jesus ChrisC 
alone. When Mariam was about twelve years of age, she 
was sent to the mission school in Pera, which is a suburb of 
Constantinople, and here, in a revival of religion, her hearty 
as was hoped by her teachers, was renewed by the Holy 
Spirit She was a diffident child, however, and it was ex- 
ceedingly difficult to get her to tell her feelings to anybody ; 
so that the missionaries had no means of knowing exactly 
what was her state of mind. Her health began to fail, and 
idle went to reside at the house of her brother-in-law, a pious 
man; and it soon became evident that her disease was 
the consumption, and that before long she must die. At 
first she seemed very reserved, and unwilling to express her 
feelings, and for several days, no one of her Christian 
friends could get any evidence that was fully satisfactory, that 
she was prepared to leave this world. At lengtii, however, 
she sent for her pastor, about twelve o'clock cme night, and 
told him her whole heart She said that the Savior had gra- 
ciously made himself known unto her ; that she felt his 
presence in that room, and was sure she was soon to be with 
him in his kingdom* 

From this moment, she seemed to have spiritual grace 
from above to overcome her natural timidity ; and she de- 
clared to all who approached her, the deligbtfol peace of 
mind she had, in expectation of so soon meeting her Savior. 
One of the missionaries who called, says he never saw a 
more angelic countenance. He a^ed her if she was happy 
in her Savior. She rej^ed, ** Yes ; to-day I an going to be 



14 THE youth's I»AT8PlllNG. 

with him in heaven." He inquired if she expected to go to 
heaven on account of her own righteousness. " No, hut 
through the righteousness of Christ." The missionary then 
said, " You are still quite young, (not more than thirteen,) if 
it were given you to choose now, would you not rather live 
awhile longer in this world ? " She replied, " I wish to die 
that I may go to be with Christ" 

Her mother, who resided at the distance of two or three 
miles, and who was still living in darkness and superstition, 
was sent for ; and when she approached the bedside weeping, 
Mariam said, " Oh, do not weep for me, my dear mother, 
but rather rejoice, for I am soon going to be with Christ in 
heaven." The mother was perfectly astounded to hear her 
daughter speak in this manner, of death. She had never 
heard of such a thing before. Thus little Mariam fell asleep 
in Jesus ; and more than this, her mother has since been 
converted, and is now, we hope, preparing to be re-united to 
her daughter in the realms of glory. If missionaries and 
Bibles had not been sent to Turkey, both Mariam and her 
mother would have died in ignorance of the Gospel. How 
much of their pocket-money are our young readers ready to 
give, that other Mariams may be converted and saved ? 



SABBATH SCHOOL MISSIONARY ASSOCIATIONS. 

In some parts of our land, particularly in Western New 
York, missionary associations have been formed in Sabbath 
schools, that promise much usefulness. These associations 
are called *< Youth's Foreign Missionary Societies," and 
their particular object is, to raise money for the education of 
heathen children. The superintendent of the school is the 
president of the society, and other officers are chosen from 
among the teachers, and a collector for each class, is elected 
by the members of the class. 
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Why may not similar associations be fonned in all our 
Sabbath schools ? Children, in various ways, come in pos- 
session of money which, if they had a society of their own, 
they would no doubt much rather give for the education of 
poor heathen boys and girls, than spend for candy, cakes, 
or foolish toys. Little girls would love to sew, and knit, and 
thus make little articles for sale, the proceeds of which they 
could give to the missionary society. We will give on the 
cover the Constitution of a Sabbath School Missionary So- 
ciety, that our young friends may better know how to pro- 
ceed to form these associations. 



AN AFRICAN BOY. 



A missionary in South Africa, when writing to England, 
gave a very pleasing account of a conversation he had then 
recently held with a poor boy, whose heart had been im- 
pressed by the grace of God. He asked the boy if he knew 
himself to be a sinner ; and the boy asked him in return, if 
he knew any one who was not The missionary then asked, 
who could save him. The reply was, " Christ" He was 
asked, what Christ had done to save sinners. He replied, 
" He died upon the cross." The missionary inquired if he 
believed Jesus Christ would save him. He said, " Yes." 
« Why do you believe it ? " "I feel it," said he ; « and not 
only so, but I consider that after he died, and has sent his 
servants, the missionaries, from such a far country, to publish 
salvation, it would be very strange if, after all, he should 
reject a sinner." — fVes. Juv. Off, 



THE GLOWWORM. 

[Selected.] 

It was a quiet Sabbath eve ! 

The stars looked down so sofl and clear, 
Like loving spirit's eyes, who grieve 

Over our sin and sorrow here. 
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All was at rest. The cool night-breeze, 
Scented with breath of summer flow'rs, 

Scarce stirrM the leaflets of the trees 
That arched across the path like bowers. 

Dark was the shade the hedges threw, 
And each sweet bud and blossom fair 

Bent its meek head beneath the dew, 
That fell around so gently there. 

Sudden, a soft and lovely light 
Upon the shadow'd bank was seen, 

Which shed a ray of beauty bright. 
Where all before had darkness been. 

It glanced upon the purple heath, 
And geromM it as with jewels rare j 

It gleamed upon each wild weed wreath. 
And lighted up each flowVet fair. 

Still onward as the glowworm past, 
New brightness all around it threw, 

Still on each common thing it cast 
Its lovely green and golden hue. 

Me thought it was an emblem tnie 
Of those who bear the gospel light 

To men of every clime and hue, 
Who yet are sunk in heathen night 

Still onward as that blest light gleams, 
It sheds new beauty all around. 

And gilds with its own heavenly beams 
Each soul within its hallow'd bound. 

It pours its rays of peace and love 
In the dark places of the earth, 

And decks with radiance from above 
The humble heart of lowliest birth. 

Shine on, shine on, thou glorious light, 
Inereeae in strength and purity. 

Till gone are all the shades of night, 
Lost in the DAYSPRING from on high. 



THE 

YOUTH'S DAYSPRING. 

Toll FEBBTTABY, 1860. Ho. 8. 

THM HEATHEN NEED OUR HELP. 

All the readers of the YoathVi Dayspring know that it m 
oar duly to help those who need onr help, so &r as our abilitjr 
goes. Suppose you were to see a poor little baby lying on 
the rail road track over which a train of cars was expected 
to pass every moment, what would you do ? You would nm. 
and snatch it away with the greatest speed ; and some boyv 
would do this at the risk of their own lives. That litde- 
baby could not help itself out of danger, and you were able 
to help it, and therefore it was your duty to help it Yo» 
also felt this to be your privilege, or in other words, you were 
very happy in doing so, and you enjoyed much happiness af- 
terwards in thinking that you had been the means of saving 
a poor helpless little child from instant destruction. 

Look now at the heathen children. Are they lying on the 
track of a rail road over which the cars are already heard to 
come thundering along ? No, no ; far worse is their condi- 
tion, even temporally, and much more spiritually. They 
need your help both for the safety and comfort of their 
bodies, and for the deliverance of their souls. I am going to 
tell you now something about one of their temporal miseries 
which, you will see, would be entirely removed if their pa- 
rents were Christian parents like yours. 

It is the custom of many heathen people to mvrder 
3 
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their own children in infancy, and this is called in&nti- 
cide. The Sandwich Islanders used to practice this to an 
awful extent, and so did the Ne^w Zealanders. But the gos- 
pel has since been preached to them by missionaries and 
they have learned better. There is one nation that is the 
most highly civilized perhaps of any heathen nation in the 
world, and that is the Chinese. It might be expected that 
mere civilization would teach them to be more humane than 
to destroy their children, but heathen civilization is after all 
barbarism., The horrible sin of infanticide is awfully prev- 
alent in China. Some people have doubted this, but we 
have the best testimony of its truth. A missionary was once 
walking out in the suburbs of Canton, and he saw a basket 
on a pile of rubbish over which he was passing, and he was 
just raising his foot to step oyer the basket, when he saw, to 
his horror, that it contained the body of a dead child. The 
basket was quite small, and the body was doubled up and 
crowded into it so that its head hung out over one side ! 
Other missionaries have seen similar spectacles. Some are 
put to death by filling the mouth with ashes when they are 
just bom; others are strangled by the hand; others are 
thrown into the rivers, or the sea ; and some are buried alive. 
Female children particularly, are treated in this way. The 
government has several times issued orders forbidding pa- 
rents to kill their children, but still the practice goes on, and 
in some parts of China it is computed that nearly four in ten 
are thus murdered in infancy, and nothing will bring this 
abominable custom to an end, but the gospel of Christ 

Here then are hundreds of thousands and millions of hea- 
then children in need of your help. Would it not make 
you very happy to be the means of saving them from this 
awfiil death ? And how can you do it ? You cannot, per- 
haps, get on board a ship and go to India to rescue those 
poor children ; and even if you could go there, it is very 
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likely that you could not directly save even one of all this 
multitude from the destruction to which its own parents had 
doomed it But there is one way in which you can help 
them. You can deny yourselves some little gratifications 
that would cost something, and send the money to the mis- 
sionary society, and that will help to send more missionaries 
there to teach those cruel parents better things. Will yo« 
not do it ? 



CHINESE PUNISHMENTS. 




There goes a man having his hands tied together, and car- 
rying some little flags fastened on sticks tlirust through his 
ears. He has a very meek look, and you would not suppose 
fipom his appearance in the picture, that he was a very wick- 



ed man. Yob cannot always tell men by their looks how- 
eirer. This maii has broken God's law and man's law. He 
has been stealing fhMn his brother man, and here yon see 
him undergoing the punishment of his crime. The man 
behind the thief is the executioner with his whip, and the one 
next before him is a Chinese policeman, carrying a tablet on 
which is written the name, crime and punishment of the 
criminaL The man still before this quo, is another police- 
man holding a gong, and whenever he raps on the gong, the 
executioner strikes the criminal with his whip ; and so they 
go on through the most public streets of the city, until the 
whole appointed number of blows is giyen. This is called 
whipping a man through the streets. This mode of punish- 
ment is often practised upon persons guilty of stealing, rob- 
bing, and some other minor offences. When eyery man 
lores his neighbor as himself, there will be no more punish- 
ment, because there will be no more crime. 



LTITIK MAODAIiENB, THE AFRICAN GIRL. 

A French missionary at Beersheba, South Africs^ in writ- 
ing to a Juvenile Working Society, tells the following inter- 
esting stoiy of a very little African girl who seems to have 
learned something about the state of her heart 

I met a veiy tiny girl this morning, and asked her what 
there waa in her heart She looked very serious, and said, 
^ Bad things ! " I asked what the *< bad things " were ? and 
she answered, ^* Obstinacy, envy, and many more wliich I 
dp not like to speak of." I then inquired what she intended 
to do with such a heart, and she replied, "' I bring it to Jesus 
eveiy day." "And what," said 1, "can he do with it?" 
With a hapi^ look she exclaimed, "He can wash it! He 
can put good things into it Then I shall fret no more." 
Anotner Httie prl cried out one day, " Oh, my heart ! my 
heart! It is qmte lame. It will not go in the good ways ! " 
Littje Magdakme went with me into £e garden. There she 
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saw a rose, and smelled it, and said, << I wish my heart sent 
forth sach good odor as that" She helped me to dig, and 
while doing so, she exclaimed, ^* Ah ! ah ! this ground m 
just like my heart, dry and hard." 

Th^e are children of cannihals, and only a short time 
ago they were all wild and wicked, as their fathers had 
been. 



THE INDIAN PAPOOS. 




* Are there any of our readers who do not know what an 
Indian papoos is ? If they will look at this picture they 
will see a pretty good representation of one. It is nothing 
hut an Indian haby ; and here is one hanging in a sort of 
bag or cage, upon a tree, and another slung over the back 
of its mother. The back part of this bag consists of a 
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piece of board upon which the child is bound with lacingr, 
retching up to the very neck ; and when carried about, the 
whole is supported by a broad belt that goes around the 
mother^s head. Perhaps some of our readers have seen a 
real Indian papoos, though it is likely that many of them 
have not Those who have, no doubt have pitied the poor 
baby that was bound so tightly with its back upon a board ; 
and it is to be hoped have been not a little thankful that 
they were not brought up by such parents. But, there are 
some things about the condition of Indian children on our 
continent more pitiable than this. Many of them have 
never learned the way of salvation through Jesus Christ 
BCissionaries have gone among them, however, and not a 
few Indians have been converted to God. Some Indian 
mothers who have received the gospel, have so strong a love 
for the preaching of the Word, that they feel very reluctant 
to stay away from church a single Sabbath. They are un- 
willing, however, to disturb the preacher and the congrega- 
tion, by taking their babies into the meeting, and therefore 
they hang them up in their curious little cages, if we may 
call them so, upon the fence that surrounds the church yard. 
It is an interesting si^t to see the fence thus hung round 
with little Indian babies, whose mothers have left them for a 
while to hear the glad tidings of great joy, and to worship 
Grod their Savior. These children of the forest are proba- 
bly much more quiet under this apparently harsh discipline, 
than more civilized babies would be, who have not bees 
accustomed to such treatment 



MAXIM OF HOWARD. 



Our pleasures should be sacrificed to the conveniences of 
others; our conveniences to their necessities; and our ne- 
cessities to their extremities. 
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MISSIONARY STORIES. 

THE ORDINATION. 

In the year 1846, there was a terrible persecation of 
Armenian Christians in Constantinople and other parts of 
Turkey. The Patriarch got very angry because some of 
his flock would not continue to worship pictures and dead 
men's bones, and pray to God through the Virgin Mary, and 
the saints, as they are called, instead of through Christ; and 
he cast them all out of his church, and publicly declared 
that they were accursed of God and man, and unfit to live. 
He also set many of his priests, and others to work to vex 
these poor Christians in various ways, depriving some of 
their business ; turning some out of their houses into the 
streets in the dead of night ; and shutting others up in 
prison. The only crime of these people was that thoy 
chose to follow the word of Christ rather than the word of 
man. Well, when they found themselves thrust out of their 
old church, they soon formed themselves into a new church, 
having very different doctrines, and different forms and cer- 
emonies from the one they had left. It was in fact very 
much like the evangelical churches of New England. And 
they came together to choose one of their own number ai 
pastor; and after they had prayed, they made choice, unan- 
imously, of Mr. Apisoghom, a young man of good talenti 
and a good education, and of great piety ; and the time was 
fixed for his ordination. A large number of people aflsem- 
bled to see the first Protestant ordination that ever took 
place in Constantinople, some of whom were from among 
the enemies themselves. They were all very stiU and 
solemn during the whole services, and when the time came 
for the consecrating prayer, Mr. Apisoghom kneeled down 
upon a cushion, and the missionaries and other ministen 
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present, put their hands upon his head, and while the prayer 
was offered, the hig tears rolled down his cheeks, and his 
whole frame was seen to he agitated. Why ? Because he 
felt that he was undertaking a very great work, and at the 
time of persecution too, when the enemy was raging and 
storming all around, and threatening to swallow up God's 
people; and he feared and trembled lest he might proye 
unsuited to the task, and be the means of doing injury to 
the cause instead of benefit Every body who was present, 
however, felt that he was just the man for that important place, 
in those events times ; and that God had raised him up 
especially for this very work. For eight months he minis- 
tered to that people, in the midst of great excitements, 
often himself exposed to the fury of the adversary, but 
always acting as it became a Christian minister in such 
tiying circumstances. Every body who loved the gospel, 
loved him as a true and faithful servant of Jesus Christ. 
At the end of eight months, he was suddenly cut off by 
disease, and called home to his reward. He died rejoicing 
in God his Savior, through whose merits alone he looked 
for acceptance with God, and eternal glory in heaven. 



JUVENILE MISSIONARY ASSOCIATION IN ROCK- 

viLLE, or. 

In the January number, something was said about having 
Missionary Associations formed in every Sabbath schooL 
We are quite sure that our readers will feel much intwested 
in reading the following account of the anniversary of one of 
tiiese associations in RockviUe, Connecticut, which took place 
lately. The children of two Sabbath schools in that place 
are united in this association. The body of the church was 
nearly filled with children. After singing and prayer, the 
animal report was read, fixun which it appeared, that durin|f 
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the eleven mondis preceding, the sum of $98 19 had been 
contributed to the foreign missionary cause. Afler singing 
once more, a number of resolutions, prepared and sent in by 
the children, were read. The following are given as a 
specimen ; and if as yo'u read them, you think they are true, 
and good, and appropriate for you, you have a perfect right 
to take them and use them as your resolutions, praying God 
to enable you to act according to them. 

Resolved, That what I have done is not as much as I 
should do for the perishing heathen. 

Resolvedf That my desire to do good shall increase with 
my age. 

Resolved, That we ask our Father in heaven to make the 
money contributed to this Society a blessing to tiie world. 

Resolved, That I will often think of the poor little heathen 
children who have no God, and no Sabbath School. 

Resolved, To save my pennies to give to the missionary. 

The meeting was afterwards addressed by Mr. Poor, who 
has been thirty years a missionary in Ceylon, and by Mr. 
Stoddard, who has been several years a missionary in 
Oroomiah. Every body went away feeling that they had 
had a most interesting meeting. 



THE PEACHES. 
[From tbe Oerman of Friedrich A. Krnmmttcber.] 

A countryman brought fix)m the city five peaches, the 
finest that were to be seen. It was the first time his chil- 
dren had seen this fruit, and they were very glad, and won- 
dered at the beautiful apple, with its reddish eheek and soft 
down. And the father divided them among his four boys, 
and gave one to their mother. 

In the evening, when the children were going to their 
bed-chamber, the father asked, "Well, how did you like the 
beautiful peaches ? " 

*' Extremely, dear father," said the eldest " It is a fine 
fruit, with its soft acid taste. I have carefully kept the 
stone, and will plant it that I may have a tree from it*' 
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<<Well done; "said his father, << that shows household 
pradence and care for the future, such as heseems a country- 
man." 

" I ate mine up directly," cried the youngest, " and threw 
away the, stone, and my mother gave me half of hers. Oh ! 
it tasted so sweet, and melted in the mouth ! " " Well," 
said the father, " you acted more childishly and naturally 
than wisely. There is time enough in life for prudence." 

Then the second son began : " I picked up the stone which 
my little brother threw away, and broke it There was a 
kernel inside, which tasted as sweet as a nut But I sold my 
peach, and got money enough for it to buy twelve when I 
go to town." 

The father shook his head, and said : " That was prudent, 
to be sure — but scarcely childish, and not at all naturaL" 
" And you, Edmund ? " asked his father. Edmund ^wered 
with ease and openness : " I took my peach to our neighbor's 
son George, who is iU of a fever. He would not accept it 
So I laid it on his bed and went away." 

" Now," said the father, " who has made the best use of 
his peach ? " 

They all three cried out that Edmund had done so. But 
Edmund was silent And his mother embraced him with a 
tear in her eye. 



HOW MUCH THE CHILDEEN OF A POOR-HOUSE CAN 
GIVE FOR MISSIONS. 

A good man in England lately left some copies of a Juve- 
nile Missionary Magazine with some children in a poor- 
house. Tin then, they had read little, and thought less, about 
the poor heathen, and about the good which had been done in 
heatiben lands by the gospel, which missionaries had preached 
there. Now, for the first time, they heard that many had 
cast away their idols, had ceased to murder their children, 
and one another, and had become holy and happy Christians. 
These accounts pleased them very much ; and, as they knew 
that missionaries could not go so far without money, they 
wished to give something to the society that sent them. 
But how could they^ poor children, subscribe ? There was 
but one way. Many of them had friends who came to see 
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tii€m, and who, now and tiien, gave them a half-penny or a 
penny ; and when they had a holiday, and went to see their 
acquaintance, they sometimes hrought back with them two 
or three half-pence. But they did not keep their money very 
long. It soon went to the shop where Aey could buy the 
nicest cakes, and the sweetest sugar-plums. But now the 
"Juvenile Magazine" had put a new thought into their 
heads, and a new desire into their hearts. They felt that 
they wocdd be more happy themselves, while they would do 
more good to others, if they gave their money to send teach- 
ers and bibles to the poor heathen, than if they spent it as 
they had done. The foremost of these was a little cripple, 
and she was one of the richest of them, for she had a penmf. 
But to her that penny was a great treasure. It was ttie gift 
of a kind friend, and she did not intend to part with it at alL 
But reading the " Juvenile Missionary Magazine" changed 
her mind. Though she would not have spent it for buns or 
sweetmeats, she was quite willing to give it to the missionaiy 
society ; and she did give it, and her heart went with the 
penny, and her prayer too, for the poor heathen. This was 
the nrst subscription, and this poor little cripple, was the 
first subscriber in that poor-house. But others soon followed 
her good example. From that time, the little shop where 
they got their nice things, lost many customers, and the cop- 
pers that used to rattle upon the counter, and tinkle down 
into the till, now went into a small canvass bag, upon which 
one of them had worked, in large capitals, "Missionaiy 
Baff." Week after week the bag got heavier, and the dear 
children were so pleased to lift it up, and to hear the half- 
pence roll about in it At length it was opened, and some 
shillings' worth of copper was found in it With this money 
they bought stuff to work up into frocks and aprons for the 
children in the mission schools. These were sent far away, 
and some of them are now worn by little black girls in Af- 
rica. But again they began to subscribe^ and, a little while 
ago, the good man who first gave them the "Missionary 
Magazine," brought the bag to the mission-house. And 
how much do you think was in it ? Fourteen shUlings and 
ten pence half-penny ($3,56) / This sum was raised by twenty 
poor children ; and besides this, they subscribe for twelve 
"Juvenile Missionary Magazines," which they not only 
read but lend to their friends. This is pleasing; but wha4; 
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is better is, that some of these little ones seem to love Jesus 
Christ, and to be walking in the way to heaven. — Juv. Miss. 
Mag. 



HOW tHE MISSIONAIIY PREACHES. 

The Rev. C. C. Hoffman, Ameneaa Episcopal miMioiiary 
in Western AfHca gives the following account of the Sab- 
bath services in one of the towns on that coast If our 
young friends will read it all through to the end, they will 
&bA it v^7 interesting. 

On Sundav morning, at ten o'clock the large bell rings, 
and all the children of the mission school get ready to go to 
the town with the missionaries. The girls nave clean frocks 
on, but the boys are not dressed like little boys in America, 
for they only have about a yard of cloth around their waists, 
no hats or shoes, — ^they do not want them, for it is very 
warm here. Their skins are clean and soft, and they look 
nice. All the children walk in procession two and two : the 
girls first, then the little girls, tnen the boys, and the little 
boys, then come native Christian men and women. The 
missionary and his wife are in front They come to the 
native town and look very pretty winding through the huts ; 
little naked children will come out and run after them, and 
their mothers will put their heads out of the doors of their 
huts to look at the children as they pass. At last they come 
to the large hut which the missionary has had built to preach 
in. He goes to the desk, and the scholars sit down on seats 
before him. On one side of him are the little school- ^irls 
in their nice clean fVocks, but on the other side of the desk 
are the poor little heathen children ; they have no clothes, 
and are seated on mats on the floor like the school- girls. 
These little native children behave well too, or, should they 
make a noise, their mothers, who sit near, will not let them 
stay vfk the house. Sometimes a mother will brinff her little 
baby to church tied on her back in a sort of basket And 
the men will come too ; their seats are behind the school- 
bovs. Old men, grey-headed, and leaning on a staff, they 
will come to hear the blessed gospeL The missionary gives 
out a hymn and prays, and all the school-children sing and 
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pray ; and then he preachee to them a sermon in their own 
language, and some of them have believed on God and are 
the followers of Jesus. After the services are over, then the 
natives shake hands with the missionary and thank him, and 
he and the children walk home again. It is a very pleasant 
sight to see these poor heathen gathered together on the 
h3y Sabbath to hear the gospel. God has been very 
good to send it to them, and you must pray to God to give 
them new hearts that they mav believe the gospel. A Sab- 
bath here seems like the Sabbath. For the children of the 
school have been taught to keep this day holy. You do not 
hear any noise except the notes of the sweet birds, and the 
roar of the ocean waves. You see little children walking 
about with their Sunday-school books in their hands, and 
older boys with their Testaments. Sometimes a few little 
boys or girls will sit down under the shade of a cocoa-nut 
tree,' and sing hymns. Oh ! how sweet to hear the children 
jHraising Jesus, children of heathen parents. My little ones, 
yon hear about Jesus ; may you love him, and sing his praise 
too, so that at last, you and these little children here may go 
to heaven, and sing his praise there. Crod bless you. Fare- 
welL 



HAPPY DEATH OF A LITTLE AFEICAN BOY. 

Early in the morning, at about four o'clock, Mei David, a 
little boy about seven ^ears of age, fell asleep in Jeans. 
He had long been suffermff, and during hi a illness had fre- 
quently sent for me, with 3ie request that I would come and 
pray with him. I had visited him the evening previous to 
his departure ; and no sooner had I entered tlie hut, ttmn he 
immediately expressed his joy at my visit, and said to those 
who were standing around lum, ** Now my dear teacher is 
with me." He then asked me to sit down at his side, and ex- 
claimed, with eyes beaming with joy, <<I shall soon be going 
to my Savior." On my asking him whether he really 
thouffht that his end was so near at hand, he cheerilill^ re- 
plied, ** Yes, dear teacher ; my Savior will soon be conun^." 
On this he folded his little hands, lifted up his eyes, and said, 
•* O my Savior, come, come soon ! " After lying silent for a 
few moments, he again turned towards me and said, ** Dear 
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teacher, please sing a verse for little Mei." We were all 
deeply affected, and joined in singing the hymn, — 

'' Jestts makes my heart rejoice, 
Vm his sheep, and know his voice/' &c. . 

For a time he joined us with a loud voice, folding his hands 
over his breast ; but in the middle of the second verse his 
breath stood still : his ransomed soul had taken its flight to 
glory. This scene was rendered doubly impressive by the 
striHng contrast between the riches of divine grace of 
which this little child was a monument, and the poverty and 
meanness of the hut in which he had breathed his last 
^ Blessed are the dead which die in the Lord." — Moravian 
Mii9. Mag. 



THE SIBERIAN LEPER. 



A missionary in Siberia was passing one day among the 
tents of some Tartars, when he saw a man lying on the 
^ound, nearly dead. He was a leper. This is a very sad 
disease : the body is covered with large white sores, which 
bum with pain; the eyes become red, the blood is cor- 
rupted, and the flesh wastes away. Every body shuns the 
leper— there is no hospital to receive him, no surgeon to try 
to cure him; his own family turn from him with disgust, 
and he is often lefl to perish. And then, among the 
heathen he has no Bible to comfort him, and no hope of 
heaven beyond the grave. Our Lord,, when he was on the 
earth, had pity on lepers ; and love to Christ leads mission- 
aries to feel pity for them too. 

The poor man lifted up his eyes, and fixed them on the 
Christian teacher as he walked along. " I know you," he 
said. "How can that be?" asked the missionary : "have 
you ever seen me before ? " " Oh yes, I have," replied the 
dying man: "did you not preach in such a bazaar?" (or 
marketplace.) "1 cannot really tell; I have no particular 
recollection of it" " Do you not remember," said the man, 
" you stood upon the steps of a house ? " "Oh yes, I do 
recollect it now." " You told us," said the leper, " about 
Jesus who died to save sinners, and that men of every nation 
might come to him, and he would receive and save them. 
O sir, I never heard such things before. I then believed in 
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Jesus ; I received him as my Savior—and now I am dying, 
and am looking to none other to help me." 

Affected wiUi what he had heard and seen, the missionary 
went to a tent where he found several Tartars drinking. 
He asked them, " Why do you not go to your brother ? he lies 
there dying, with nobody to help him." "Brother!" they 
cried with scorn ; " he is no brother of ours ; he is a dog." 

The missionary could not prevail on these cruel men to 
render any help, so he went back alone to comfort the poor 
leper ; but he found he had just died. There was no one to 
l^nry him, so he dug a hasty grave, and rolling in the body, 
he covered it with die earth, and departed. And there that 
body will lie till the judgment day, and when the trumpet 
shall sound, it shall hse to " glory, honor, and immortality," 
no more to suffer pain and disease, but with the glorified 
spirits in heaven, it shall be for ever with the Lord. — Rdi* 
gioui Trad Society. 



MOHAMMEDAN FAST. 
The Mohammedans keep one entire month of fasting 
every year. But what sort of a fast do you suppose it is ? 
It is abstaining from food all day and eating and drinking 
as much as they can all night ! From sunrise to sunset, 
they are neither permitted to eat, drink, or smoke ; nor even 
to swallow their own spittle. But from sunset to sunrise, 
they glut themselves with every good thing they can get 
hold of, and commit a great deal of wickedness besides, and 
this they keep up for a whole month. Is this the fast that 
Grod has chosen ? 



WHIPPING MEN TO PRAYERS. 
The late Sultan of Turkey (Mahmood) was suspected by 
some of his people of leaning towards Christianity. So the 
chief priest of the Mohammedan religion came to him one 
day, and gravely informed him of the suspicions that were 
going around. He immediately resolved to show his zeal 
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for the faith of Mohammed, in a most public and ccmvincing^ 
way. He ordered that every tnie Mussuhnan i^nld he 
present without fail, at prayers in one of the mosqnes, on 
every Friday noon, which is their Sabbath; and he sent 
around his police officers with orders to seize and severely 
bastinado every Tuik who should be found in the streets or 
shops during the hour of prayer. The order was faithfully 
executed, and with especial severity on some Turkish priests 
who were found in the coffee shops at the time of public 
service. 



«WHO IS MY NEIQHBORP" 

[Selected.] 

Thy neighbor ? — it is be wbom thou 
Hast power to aid and bless j 

Whose aching heart, or burning brow, 
Thy soothing hand may press. 

Thy neighbor T— 'tis the fainting poor, 
Whose eye with want is dim, 

Whom hunger sends from door to door-* 
QOf thou, and succor him. 

Thy neighbor?— 'tis that weary man'. 
Whose years are at their brim, 

Bent low with sickness, cares, and pain- 
Go, thou, and comfort him. 

Thy neighbor 7— 'tis the heart bereft 
Of every earthly gem 5 

Widow and orphan, helpless left- 
Go, thou, and shelter them. 

Where'er thou meet'st a human form 
Less favor'd than thy own, 

Remember, 'tis thy neighbor worm, 
Thy brother or thy son. 

Oh! pass not, pasa not heedless by. 
Perhaps thou canst redeem 

The breaking heart from misery- 
Go, share thy lot with him. 
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MISSIONARY ASSOCIATIONS. 

What is the use of association ? Just look at that bof 
who has got permission firom his parents to go out and play 
on Saturday afternoon. Does he go off somewhere, at 
a distance from other boys, and try to amuse himself all 
alone ? No ; no such thing. He calls upon William, and 
Henry, and David, and Samuel, or others of his schoolmates 
known by some other names, and he asks them to join with 
him in , his Saturday afternoon sports ; and they all go out 
and play together. Very likely when they get upon the 
ground, and find that there are boys enough, they choose 
sides, and thus play by companies, either ball, or prisoner's 
base, or gould, or something else. This is association. Now 
what is the use of it ? Even in play it must be of some use, 
or it would not be so universaDy practiced by boys all the 
world over. Suppose a boy were to say, I don't believe ift 
this playing with other boys. I can play just as well by 
myself, without having any body to help me. And suppose 
he were to take a ball and go out to play all alone. What 
could he do ? He might try to see how far he could throw 
the ball, but then, if he was alone, he would have to go and 
get it himself, and he would probably soon get tired of that 
Or, he might go and throw his ball up against a wall> aad 
catch it as it came down, bat that would soon get to be didl 
8 
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sport if he was alone, and no boy could be persuaded to 
spend the whole of Saturday afternoon in that way. And 
the fact is, association is abeoktely necessary even in the 
eommon sports of children. The end of play cannot 6e 
aUminmi withnU it. Let us now come to w(m^ Suppose a 
house is to be etected, or a bridge thrown across a river, 
can one man do it alone ? Can one man dig a canal ? or 
eonstruct a rail-road ? In each of these cases association 
will do what individual effort cannot And then in com- 
merce, how common a thing is it for men to form what is 
called a partnership, which is an association of two or more 
merchants who put their money together, and cany on busi- 
nees to far greater advantage than they could separately. 

And precisely the same rule holds true in the work of 
4oing good to our fellow men. A single man cannot build 
« Poor House, or a Hospital, and bear all the expenses, and 
take all the ciLre of it, year after 3rear ; and so they form an 
association for this purpose. Neither can a single man 
print the Bibles that are needed, nor the tracts, nor send out 
the missionaries ; and therefore they form Bible, Tract, and 
Missionary Societies. Union gives system, and interest, 
and power to the labors of the benevolent ; and it is also a 
great saving of money. There can be no doubt, if all the 
readers of the Youth's Days]Mring would form themselves 
into Missionary Associations, a great deal more would be 
^one to save the poor heathen children from misery and 
ruin, than is done at preset Let no little boy or girl 
say, I do not believe there is any use in these missionary 
associations ; I can just as well give my money directly to 
the missionary agent If you cannot even play alone very 
kmg without getting perfectly tired of it, how can you 
expect to- labor in the missioiiary cause alone, and keep 
your interest in it for any length of time ? No, no ; come 
together and form a Misfionaary Ai8oeiAtii»» and then, with 
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haJf the zeal yon sometames show when associating wkli 
other children fot mere play, I will gke yon my word for it, 
you will do a great deal more towards putting an end to 
heathenism in Ihe world than yon ever yet hs?e done. 



LETTER FROM MR. DODD, MISSIONARY TO THH 
JEWS. 

SAik)NicA, TuEiusT, Nov. 8, 1849. 
To the Readert of (he Vouih'i Daytpring : 

Dear YotiNo Friekdb : — You will probably, before tluf 
reaches you, have read a letter from Mr. Majmard about th« 
Jews in this city. But, perhaps before that letter reached you 
all, he was dead, (rod called him away to heaven, and now I 
'am left alone here, with no one to hdp me preach the gosp^ 
to these poor Jews, and tell them about Christ Will not 
some of you determine to "come over into Macedonia and 
help** me when you grow up? And while you are too 
young to do that, will you not pray for the Jews, that they 
may believe in Christ and love him. 

In my last letter I told you how badly the Jews were 
treated by the Turks. I wish now to tell you how supersti- 
tious they are themselves. They are veiy much afraid of 
death, and of eveiy thing connected with death. While 
Mr. Maynard was sick, our neighborsl who live in the next 
house to us, shut all their window-shutters on the side of the 
house toward us, and kept them shut for two or three weeks, 
because they wei'e afraid to look at our house. One day a 
little girl looked through the fence and said, "The sick 
man will die, for we hettfd the dogs howl in the night" 

After his death, we had much difficulty in getting any 
one to wash the clothes that had been upon his bed. They 
were all afraid of them ; they were the " dead clothes." 

We hired two women to wash the ft>om in ^diich he had 
ilied, Bcrub*the floor, &o. One of ihem went down stain 
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for a pail of water, the other immediately left the room ; she 
was afraid to stay there alone. This was after he was 
buried. 

When any one of the Jews themselves die, every vessel 
of water in the room must be emptied out, because, they 
say, <*The angel of death has washed his sword in the 
water." 

A few nights since, we were awakened in the middle of 
the night by a dreadftd cry — a howling and shrieking that 
was frightfiiL In the morning we found that a Jew had 
died near us, and this was tlie mourning for his death. 

They do not trust in Christ, and so they are very much 
afraid to die, and think death such a dreadful thing. Dear 
children, are you afraid to die, or do you trust in the Lord 
Jesus? 

Your affectionate friend, 

£. M. DoDD. 



MISSIONARY STORIES. 

SCENES Iir MADAGASCAR. 

Madagascar is a large island in the Indian Ocean, off the 
eastern coast of Africa. It is about 900 miles long, and, on 
an average, 300 miles broad. The whole number of inhab- 
itants is supposed to be about 4,700,000. The people of the 
island worship a great many gods, of whom they have a 
great many idols made of various forms and substances. In 
August of the year 1818, two missionaries of the London 
Missionary Society landed upon Madagascar. They had 
lull permission from the King, Radama, to preach the gos- 
pel and establish schools for the education of the people ; 
mad this monarch continued to show a deep interest in the 
m iss ion a r ies until the day of his death, which took place qn 
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the 27th of July, 1828. His oldest wife, Ranavalona, then 
became Qaeen of the island, and she soon began to show 
the greatest hostility to the missionaries and the native con- 
verts. She issued decrees forbidding her pe^le to embrace 
Christianity, or even to read the Scriptures, or speak the 
name of Jesus. The missionaries were soon obliged to 
leave the country, and a terrible persecution commenced 
against all who dared to disobey the queen's orders by fol- 
lowing the precepts of the gospel of Christ One of the 
first victims of the cruel queen's vengeance was a most in- 
teresting native woman by the name of Rafaravavy. She 
was first accused of reading the Bible, and for this crime 
was seized and imprisoned. Her house and all her property 
were given up to plunder, and her hands and feet were 
loaded with heavy iron rings. Every effort was made to 
frighten her into submission to the wicked queen, but she 
remained firm, and repeatedly declared by letter to one of 
the missionaries who was then in Mauritius, " Do not fear 
on my account I am ready to die for Jesus if such be the 
win of God." Many of the people remarked that they had 
never seen any one so " stubborn " as Rafaravavy ; for 
although the queen forbade her to pray, she still continued 
to pray even when in irons, and also to preach Christ to the 
officers that guarded her. 

At length, on the 14th of August, 1837, this devoted 
woman was put to death by spearing, in the midst of a 
crowd of ferocious heathen. She continued to pray, and 
exhort all around her to believe in the Lord Jesus Christ as 
the only Savior of sinners, even until the executioner's 
spear, thrust through her body, deprived her of the power 
of utterance. 

A large number of faithful Christians have since suffered 
martyrdom on this island ; though the gospel, notwithstand- 
ing, has steadily been making progress ; those who have 
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embraced it being in the habit of meeting for woreMp in 
oaTes and dens of the earth. The bloody qaeen, Ranava- 
lona, has recently been cat off by death, and her son, who 
sncceeds her in the throne, is said to be a decided Christiaii 
man. We hope soon to hear that the missionaries have 
returned there, and that the persecuted people of Grod are 
once more restored to the free enjoyment of their Christian 
priTileges. 




MODES OF RAISmO WATER IN THE EAST. 
In this picture you see on the front ground a well, with 
stones for a curb, and a heavy post and a pole which is 
called sometimes a well-sweep. It looks somewhat like the 
old-fashioned well-sweeps of America, and yet not alto- 
gether. The stone curb is not probably like any thing our 
readers have ever seen before, and there is no bucket on the 
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end of the rqpe as in America. In the East, each ov9 
who draws water brings his own water jug, or pail, and 
&0tens it upon the rope. ' There is a woman of the East 
standing by the well with a jug in her hand, which she is 
just taking down from her head, on which she has been car- 
rying it, and is about to fasten it to the rope in order to 
draw some water. 

On the other side of the well, there is another method of 
drawing water in Eastern countries represented. An ox, or 
mule, is fastened to a beam and made to go round, and thus 
turn a water-wheel, around the circumference of which, on 
one side, are fastened small square boxes or buckets. As 
the wheel turns round, these dip into the water, and come 
up full, and are then emptied, as the wheel turns over, into 
a trough, through which the water runs off. Farther back 
still, is another water-drawing machine, on a similar plan 
with this last, only the buckets, instead of being fastened 
on the side of the wheel, are attached to an endless rope 
that passes over it, and then goes down into a deep well, 
and so the buckets dip up the water. This is, even now, 
a very common mode of raising water in Western Asia. 

The well by which our Savior sat, when the woman of 
Samaria came to 'draw water, was probably like the first one 
I have spoken of, and probably she wajs very much such a 
looking woman as the one represented in this picture. Re- 
member, reader, that he has living water sufficient for you, 
and for all the children in the world. 



CHINESE SAYINGS. 



Some of the ordinary expressions of the Chinese are sar- 
castic enough. A blustering, harmless fellow they call a 
" paper tiger." When a man values himself overmuch, thejf 
compare him to '* a rat falling into a scale and weighing 
itself." Overdoing a thing, they call " a hunchback making 
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H bow." A spendthrift they compare to a rocket which goes 
off at once. Those who expend then* charity on remote ob- 
jects, but neglect their family, are said " to hang a lanteni 
on a pole, which is seen afar but gives no light below." 




KRISHNA. 

Look at those poor deluded people, throwing themselves 
upon the ground, and stretching forth their hands towards 
some figures standing upon square blocks of stone. These 
are Hindoo idolaters. How much are they to be pitied! 
These figures, or images, are cut out of stone, by the hands 
of /nan. They are then anointed, and consecrated, and 
afterwards worshiped as though they were gods, able to 
hear and deliver. The images in the picture are represent- 
tttivee of Krishna, who is supposed to be very powerful, and 
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able to kill giants, and ferocious animals, and serpents. The 
image on tlie left shows Ej-ishna with a large serpent twined 
around his body, and biting his heel. The other one repre- 
sents the god as having freed himself from the monster, and 
entirely triumphed over him. The poor Hindoos suppose 
that these idols and false gods can do them good. When 
will they learn that there is but one God, and one Mediaior 
between God and man, the man Christ Jesus ? 

The high rock on the left is called Fakeer's rock. It 
rises out of the Ganges, and on its summit are the ruins of 
a temple where once lived a kind of heathen hermit who 
pretended to work miracles. Thousands considered him a 
very holy man, and believed in all his claims ; but O, how 
slow are they to believe in Christ ! 



EVERY CHILD CAN DO SOMETHING. 

Mr. Sargeant says, — " Do not say or think, then, my dear 
young friends — children in Sunday-schools — that because 
you are young children, you can do nothing for the perish- 
ishing heathen. 

* What if a drop of rain should plead, 

So small a drop as I 
Can ne'er refresh the thirsty mead : 

I'll tarry in the sky ? 

What if the shining beam of noon 

Should in its fountain stay, 
Because its feeble light alone 

Cannot create a day ? 

Does not each rain-drop help to form 

The cool, refreshing shower ? 
And every ray of light to warm 

And beautify the flower ? * 

«* To be sure they do ; and your penny, dear child, given 
out of gratitude to the Savior and love to poor heamens, 
will help to save a starving, perishing soul." 
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CONSCIENCE, OR NO CONSCIENCE. 

It sometimes happens that children who are educated at 
the missionary schools, after they have spent a numher of 
yeais in studying, and have got to be large enough to 
engage in business, leave the missionaries and go off and 
settle among the heathen, and become bad young men 
and young women. Then the missionaries are very sony, 
because they had strong hopes that these their pupils irete 
going to be good, and love God, and be useful in the 
world. In every part of this world, however, those who 
try to do good, will sometimes be disappointed. But they 
ought never to be discouraged, for if they cannot change 
the hearts of men, God can. And sometimes those who 
seem to be hardened in sin, are at the very time altogether 
uneasy in their consciences, !>ecause God*s Spirit is speak- 
ing to their hearts, and showing them how evU and bitter a 
thing it is to sin against him. 

A missionary in Ceylon tells a story of a young man who 
had been educated at their Seminary, and afterwards greatly 
grieved his teachers, by going off and living among the 
•heathen again, like one of them. This young man, how- 
ever, could not get rid of the impressions a Christian educiv- 
tion had made upon his mind, nor could he flee from the 
Spirit of God. " O," said he, " I should be vefy happy if 1 
had no conscience.^ Pray, dear children, that his conscience 
may never rest until he has given himself wholly to Christ 



CHRISTIAN POWDER TO CONVERT THE HEATHEN. 

Mrs. Porter, a missionary from England, writes from Iiv- 
diathus: 

A few eveninffs ago I went to a village a short distance 
from this ; and, knowing the children might be frightened at 
my strange appearance (strange to them), I took some sugai>- 
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candy with me, which I knew would soon allay their fears. 
It did so, and many of the people promised to send their 
children to school tf we would begin one. All were most 
civil, but one old Brahmin was pleased with nothing about 
me but my glasses. "Oh," said he, "why do you come 
here ? when are you ffoing away ? " and when these ques- 
tions were answered, ne asked if I could see well through 
those glasses. I told him yes. " Well, then," he said, " I 
wish you would be so good as to get some for me." But 
alas, for the sugar candy ! The inhabitants of another vil- 
lage not far off, who are violently opposed to the truth, heard 
of this, and immediately circulated a report that the Padre's 
wife had mixed Christian Powder with sugar-candy, and that 
now the people of that village would all become Christians, 
and lose caste. I thought, " Well, if this be true, oh for 
Christian powder ! there should be no want of that" Poor 
people, they do not know that the " kingdom of God is not 
meat and drink." 



HOW CAN CHILDREN HELP THE HEATHEN ? 

Let the little Choctaw girls at Pine Ridge answer the 
question for any of their more favored sisters in our Sabbath 
schools, who do not know how to answer it for themselves. 
Mr. Kingsbury, who has been a missionary of the Board 
among the Choctaws a great many years, has sent to Mr. 
Hill, the Treasurer, twenty-five dollars for educating heathen 
children. He wrote a letter to accompany the money, which 
will explain where it came from. He says to Mr. Hill : 

" The girls of the Pine Ridge Boarding School, Choctaw 
Nation, together with their teachers, have devoted one after- 
noon in each week to the manufacture of various articles 
of needle-work, to be sold, and the proceeds devoted to 
objects of pious benevolence. Having themselves enjoyed 
the advantages of a Christian education, and being desirous 
that others should share in the same blessed privilege, they 
have requested me to remit twenty-five dollars for the Chil- 
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dren's Education Fund, for the benefit of those who are now 
destitute of the means of instruction." 

»* Where there 's a will there 's a way," says an old prov- 
erb, and surely if those poor Choctaw girls, who were lately 
heathens themselves, could find out a way to teach other 
heathen children about God and Christ, by working with 
their needles half a day every week, all the little girls who 
read the Youth's Dayspring can do as much, and some of 
them perhaps, if they loved the heathen children very much 
indeed, might do a great deal more. 



STORY OF JAECHA, A HEATHEN CONVERT. 
North of Bengal lies a country called Cassee. An Eng- 
lish missionary there gives a very interesting account of a 
youth named Jarcha. This youth came one day to the mis- 
sionary and said : 

" Sir, do you know I have given myself away to Jesus ? 
and I have come now to tell you that I wish to give myself 
to his people. I cannot stay any longer, and I think at pres- 
ent that no one can stop me ; by God's help, I feel certain." 
Mr. Lewis then asked, " But when did you give yourself to 
Jesus ?" 

" Only a few days ago." 

" And how did you give yourself to him ? " 

" I felt my sins, and confessed them all to him, weeping, 
I kept nothing back. What would be the use of that ? for 
Jesus knows every comer of my heart O, I fear much to 
be deceitful. When by myself also, by prayer and medita- 
tion, and through faith in all the words that speak of Jesus, 
I trust I believe quite fast that I am his." 

" Did Jesus accept of you ? " 

« O, yes." 

" How do you know that, Jarcha ? " 

« O, sir, my soul is brimful of peace and pleasure ; for I 
have found my sins, and an Almighty Saviour. My pleas- 
Hre runs over to our Cassees ; for I want very much to do 
them good. Sir, I stand with all my soul on the word of 
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Him who cannot lie : ' For the Son of Man is come to seek 
and to save that which was lost.' I am lost, and cannot save 
n^self, and did not know that till lately ; so are we not fit 
for each other ? That word I like much also, ' For God so 
loved the world, that he gave his only begotten Son, that 
whosoever believeth on hmi should not perish, but have 
everlasting life.' O, that has been for a long time now a 
very sweet and spicy word to my soul." 
Jarcha was afterwards received into the church. 



THE LITTLE GIRL, AND THE CHEAP SCHOOLS. 

Mr. Poor, who has been more than thirty years a mission- 
ary of the American Board in India, was lately addressing, 
some children in one of our New England towns, on the 
subject of schools for heathen boys and girls in India. He 
stated that in some of the day schools under the charge of 
the missionaries, the cost for the boys is only one cent a 
week, and for girls, three cents, A little girl present handed 
Mr. Poor $1,62^, which she had been collecting for some 
time, saying that it was ^ pay for the education of one girl 
for a year. Mr. Poor said to her, "$1,50 of it will be 
enough for one girl ; what shall I do with the 12i cents ?" 

" O," said the little donor, " let that go for the boys." 



CHEERLESSNESS OF HEATHENISM. 
When a true Christian loses a friend by death, althon^ 
he feels very sorry, and weeps over the affliction, yet he has 
great comfort and even joy in the precious hopes of the gos- 
peL But how cold and cheerless is heathenism in the hour 
of triaL Said a missionary : 

Many times since I have been in this country, have I met 
with heathen parents who have been bereaved of their t;hil- 
dren ; but oh ! the fearful blank which hung over thebr 
minds. I asked one poor man who had lost his son, Where 
lie thought his spirit had gone ? " What do / know ? " was 
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his reply ; " all I know is, he is gOfne from me, and I am io# 
much sorry.** I endeavored to snow him that ** life and ii»* 
mortality are brought to light by the Gospel,** but it was no 
consolation to him — all he would say was, " He is gon»^ 
he is gone from iwc.** 



HOW MUCH SHALL I GIVE ? 
Some children, as well as older people, seem somethnef 
to be perplexed to know how much they ought to give to 
deliver the heaven from darkness and ruin. How much do 
you value your own Bibles, and Sabbath schools, and other 
Christian privileges*? And if you were deprived of thesoi 
how much would you wish others to give to put you in pos- 
session of them? How much do you think the soul is 
worth ? But more than all, how much did your Savior givo 
to redeem you from sin and death ? 



CHINESE m CALIFOEKIA. 
One of the good things that God is going to bring out of 
the discovery of so much gold in California is, that China 
and Japan are to be brought very near to the United States, 
and many of their people will come to get gold, and will go 
back, we hope, with a knowledge of the gospel of Christ, 
which is far better than all the gold in the world. The ship 
Amazon was to leave Shanghai soon after the QOth of July, 
with about one hundred and twenty Chinese emigrants on 
board, for Califomia. 



A NAME TRAVELING ROUND THE WORM). 

Mr. Taylor, the Secretary of the Southern Baptist Board 

of Missions, wrote a letter from Richmond, Virginia, to one 

of the missionanes in Shanghai, China. This letter went 

by steam to London ; thence up the Mediterranean to Alex* 
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tndria ; thence to the Red Sea ; and thence to Singapore 
and China. The missionary cat out the name of the writer, 
and enclosed it to Mr. Taylor, sending it by vessel to Cali- 
fornia, from whence it was brought over the isthmus back 
again to Richmond ! So that Mr. Taylor^s signature acta- 
ally made the complete circuit of the globe, without going 
around either Cape Horn or ^e Cape of Good Hope ! When 
the rail-road across Panama is completed, it will require 
probably only about six weeks for letters to come from 
China to New York. 

There is another way of making one's name travel round 
the world. Can any of our young readers think how that is ? 



THE FEJEE ISLANDS RECEIVING GOD'S LAW. 

The people of these islands have been among the most 
savage in all the Polynesian group. Continual wars have 
existed between the different tribes, and cannibalism, the 
murder of infants, the strangling of widows, burying alive, 
&c. universally prevailed. There are now English Wes- 
leyan missionaries there, and the people hear the gospel 
very readily. Nine boys were lately admitted to the church 
on one of these islands, eight of whom were orphans. Both 
the parents of one, and the mothers of four were strangled ! 



A NEGRO BOY AND HIS BIBLE. 

At Savannah Grande in Trinidad, one of the West India 
Islands, our missionary, Mr. Cowen, has a school for the 
negro children. A little while ago, one morning, a lad 
fourteen years old presented himself to the teacher, with 
his slate and some ^mpers, and his Bible under his arm, for 
admittance among the scholars. There are Roman Catho- 
lics in Trinidad, and this boy had for some time belonged to 
the Abba's school — that is, the priest's. After he haa been 
in the school a few days, Mr. Cowen said to the boy, " Why 
did you leave the priest's school?" "Because," said the 
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boy, " the Abb6 told me one day that I must not brinff mj 
Bible there any more ; and that if I did, he would tiie it 
from me." Although a Roman Catholic, the little fellow 
did not like to lose his Bible, and ever siiice he has been 
daily reading the words of truth. He has also induced 
other lads to attend the school with him. — Juv. Miss, HeraUL 



ADDRESS TO A HEATHEN BOY. 

[Selected.] 

Poor little heathen boy, 

How sad I feel for thee ; 
Tour ears have never heard 

What mother tells to me. 

She tells me of a Ood, 
That made both you and mft; 

To whom we oft should bow 
Upon the bended knee. 

He lives all o*er the world, 
And knows whate'er we do $ 

He has an ear to hear, 
An eye to see us too. 

He is both great and wise. 

He gives us all our food. 
And loves us when we try 

To serve him and be good. 

When I am older grown, 
I then will tell you more. 

For mother bids me go 
To your benighted shore. 

And tell you all about 

The Savior and his love. 
That you may love him too, 

And dwell with him above. 
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THE 

YOUTH'S DAYSPRING. 

YoLL APBIL, 1850. Vo. 4b 

THE BODY WITHOUT THE SPIRIT. 
We do not wish any of our readers to think, beeause 
much has been said about •forming Juvenile Missionary 
Associations, that this is to be the object and end of their 
missionary zeal. The true object which all ought to have 
who take part in this work, whether young or old, is the 
salvation of those who are perishing. Look over the world, 
and see what multitudes of men, women, and children there 
are, who never heard of Jesus ; and who are living in the 
practice of the most cruel, polluting and degrading rites ! 
The road to perdition is continually thronged with such, and 
they can never find out for themselves a way of escape. 
Now the great object of those good people who are engaged 
in the foreign missionary work, is to make known to these 
deluded and perishing multitudes, the only way of salva- 
tion, and urge them to receive the Lord Jesus Christ and 
trust in him as the Savior of their souls. This is, or should 
be, the object of every yiissionary society in the world. 
And when we call upon our young readers to form Mission- 
ary Associations, we want them to understand, that it is not 
for the gratification of having their names written down as 
members ; or having officers appointed ; or monthly, quar- 
terly, or annual meetings held and addresses delivered ; but, 
that something may be done for the salvation of heathen 
souls from sin and helL 
4 
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The fonning of associations is merely setting up the 
fhune-work; it is getting ready the instruments; it is a 
necessary preparation for active effort for the good of the 
heathen. In all oar cities there are engine companies ; and 
hook and ladder companies ; and every body knows what 
they are for. The object of forming such a company is not 
^t they may hold a meeting now and then, and choose 
officers and make a parade with their engine in the streets ; 
but it is that they may always be ready, on the very first 
alarm, to go upon the ground and extinguii^ a fire. Just 
so, the object of Juvenile Missionary Associations is, to 
have every thing ready, so that those children and youth 
who pity the poor heathen and desire to send the gospel to 
them, may act zealously in this cause, and to some good 
purpose. 

But suppose now, that you have got your Missionary 
Association formed ; the officers chosen, and the collectors 
appoiiiced, and the time for your meetings agreed upon, and 
yet there is no real missionary zeal in the body ; of what 
«8e would it all be ? I will tell you what it would be like, 
and then you can decide for yourselves whether it would be 
ef any use. It would be very much Uke a snow-man which 
I have sometimes seen boys make in winter, when there was 
^plenty of snow upon the ground, and it was just beginning 
to melt a littie. There were the feet, and legs, and body, 
and arms, and neck, and head of a man, and he was, per- 
haps, a giant of a man too ; but, within and without, and 
tiirough every part of his frame, he was all cold and 
motionless! What could he do? Nothing. Even the 
smallest boy in the street would not be afraid to throw a 
■tone at him. It was a body without spirit, or life. Pre- 
cisely so will be your Missionary Association, if it has not 
true missionary zeal to keep all its wheels in motion. Th« 
s|Hrit must be there, or the body will be stiff and 
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Let tU our readers employ their influence to get Juvenile 
Missionary Associations formed; but let them fix their 
minds and hearts upon the great object in view, — the eternal 
salvati<m of the heathen,— and let their zeal for this object 
far exceed the zeal they have for the mere external parts of 
an association. 



MISSIONARY STORIES. 

THE KARENS, OR WILD MEN OF BURMAH. 

In the year 1828, Mr. and Mrs. Boardman, missi(»aria8 
of the Baptist Board in Burmah, removed from Maulmaln to 
Tavoy. They were accompanied by a middle-aged native, 
who had been a poor slave, but whose freedom had been 
purchased by the missionaries, and who was already a con- 
vert to Christianity. He was baptized soon after his arrival 
in Tavoy. His imme was Ko Tha-byu, and he belonged to 
the despised race of Karians, or Karens. These people 
live in the mountains of Burmah and Siam, and even in 
some parts of China; and the name by which they are 
called means wild men. This Ko Tha-byu was the first one 
of his race converted to Christ, and for many years he 
unreached the gospel to his countrymen with 'gr^at zeal and 
success. 

The Karens differed fiom all the heathen in the world in 
one thing, namely, that they had no form of religion, and no 
l^iests, when the missionaries found them. They believed 
in the existence of God, and in a fixture state, atid had snne 
singular traditions or prophecies among th^n of a brighter 
4ay l^at was coming, when teacheis would come to them 
from a distant land, and lead tiiem in the way of the truIlL 
Therefore when they first heard of the arrival of missions^ 
rids, tjiey said with joy, ^ These te the very men we havt 
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been so long waiting for, to teach us the true religion." 
They came in crowds, from distant forests and mountains^ 
to listen to the Word of life ; and many of them believed. 
Nearly the whole race have since received the gospel. 

Mr. Boardman ma4e extensive journeys among them, and 
established schools for boys and girls ; was the instrument 
of many conversions, and wore himself out in their service ; 
and was at length called to his rest early in February of 
1830. 

The Christian Karens soon became dissatisfied with their 
wild and wandering mode of life, and built a viUage called 
in their language Matah, or City of Love. Many other 
towns have since been built, and the people now maintain 
themselves by regular industry, cultivating the ground, and 
pursuing the most necessary trades. They are cleanly and 
deoent in their lives, and have commenced supporting their 
own schools, and the institutions of religion. 

In all Burmah there are at present about one hundred and 
ten native assistants of the mission, all but twenty-six of 
whom are of the Karen race. The missionaries have adapt- 
ed an alphabet to their hitherto unwritten language, and 
many useful books have been printed. All this has been 
accomplished, by the blessing of God on the preaching of 
the gospel, which is able to make men every where 
unto salvation." 



SPBI APINTER. 



Our readers wiU hardly be able to make out what this 
name means, but if they will read what we have now to say, 
they will learn all about it Spri Apinter is the name of 
an Assamese boy, about fifteen years of age, belonging to 
the Baptist mission school in GowahattL He was a dark- 
^minded heathen youth when be first came to Mr. Barker, the 
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missionaiy, but now he is, we hope, a true Christian, rejoic- 
ing in the light of Chrisfs countenance. He wrote a letter 
in July last to Christians in America, and we will make a 
quotation from that, and thus let him speak for himself. 

GowAHATTi, July month. 

To the most excellent gentlemen and ladies who have 
taken refuge in Jesus Christ, unto you all I make known a 
thousand compliments. I, a great sinner, am greatly indebt- 
ed to you all, for you sent to us the teachers of the way 
of life. 

It is now three years when, in my village one day, 1 
thought in my mind I would go and leam to read. I left 
my home and came to Gowahatti, which is two days' jour- 
ney. I came to the mission school, and the padri Barker 
sahib showed me many kinds of mercy, taught me the gos- 
pel of the Lord Jesus. I listened. I heard I was a great 
sinner, and that there was only one who could save from 
these sins. Hearing these truths daily, they took hold of 
my mind and I found great distress ; often fell down at the 
feet of Jesus to pray. I thought in my mind, I must take 
hold of Jesus Christ and his good works. Then I found a 
great deal of love in my heart to Jesus. I confessed his 
name before all the assembly, and made known to all my 
belief in the Lord Jesus Christ One Sunday in February 
Mr. Barker baptized me in the Brahmaputra river. Then in 
my mind I found great joy. But now I find temptations. 
Satan gives me many evil thoughts. Yet I try to stay at 
the Savior's feet ; and I beseech you to pray for me, that I 
may never turn away from Christ and his true religion. 



WHY I CONTRIBUTE TO MISSIONS. 

Jesus Christ has commanded his ministers to go and 
preach the gospel to every creature. They cannot go unless 
they be sent They cannot be sent without money. This 
is my reason for contributing to the treasury of the Board. 
Can any one give as good a reason for not contributing ? — 
7%e Commission, 



H 
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THE PEAEL MERCHANT OP CEYLON. 

Here is a dark looking man with a beard, having a little 
roond cap on his head, and an umbrella in one hand to keep 
off the sun, and a bunch of pearls in the other which he is 
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offering for sale. Ceylon has long been celebrated for its 
pearls, and so has the Arabian Sea. They grow on the in- 
side of what is called the pearl oyster, and are sometimes 
very large and beautiful. The oyster is procured by diving, 
and in this the natives of Ceylon are sometimes very expert, 
Some of them will remain under water two or three miur 
utes, and some it is said even longer, without taking breath. 
If any of our readers think tliis is a very short time to be 
under water, let them get somebody to look at a watch, and 
try how long they can stop breathing. 

When the oysters are first caught, the pearls adhere so 
tightly to the shell that they cannot generally be removed 
without injury. The oysters are therefore buried, and 
taken up again as soon as they are in a state of putrefaction, 
when the pearls are easily removed. 

This poor man looks as if he thought of nothing but his 
pearls, or the money he will get by selling them. He has 
spent his life, thus far, in seeking to make a fortune by sell- 
ing pearls for the decoration of the body. Some of liis 
countrymen have found the * pearl of great price,' and have 
given up all they had for it ; and you must pray that all of 
them, young and old, may be induced to seek after this same 
precious treasure. 



A BURMAN GOD DEAD. 

Mr. Mason, Baptist missionary at Maulmain, writes : 

While I was conversing with a man in the street, quite a 
company of persons gauiered around me, and a woman 
began to lift up her voice above all others. On turning to 
her for a few minutes, she acknowledged that Gaudama is 
dead and that Areemataya, the next god, has not yet become 
a god. " We have no god now," she said, " but Areemataya 
wul come soon." On hearing this last remark, a Hindoo 
who stood by, took up the observation, and argued so well ' 
in defence of the existence of an eternal God that I left her 
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in his hands ; and went on with the man that I was convers- 
ing with, to point out to him salvation through Christ; 
which he seemed to comprehend so well, that ne said on 
parting, « I must think of it," « I must think of it." 




HUNOOMAN, OR THE MONKEY GOD. 
What an absurd representation this is ; and yet it is prob- 
ably a very exact picture of one of the Hindoo gods. Let 
all our readers look at it well ; and then let them be thank- 
ful that they have been taught better than to consider such 
horrid monsters as their gods. And if they are truly grate- 
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fnl to God, for giving them Christian parents, and Bibles, 
and Sabbaths, and ministers and teachers, to show them the 
true and only way of salvation, let them shed a tear of sym- 
pathy for the millions of children in India, who don't know 
any better than to look to such frightful objects as this 
Hunooman for help. And that you may be better able to 
pity them and pray for them, I will tell you something of 
what they believe about this god. He is considered the 
king of the monkeys, and for this reason they paint him 
with a monkey face. They represent him as being im- 
mensely large, powerful and active. At one time, they 
say, he jumped five hundred miles at a leap; and when 
assisting Rahm or Ramu, the god of Ceylon, against the 
giants who had stolen his wife, he tore up several mountains 
by the roots, and carried three of them on his head, one on 
each shoulder, one in each hand, and one on his tail, and 
threw them into the sea ! Ridiculous as these stories are, 
many believe them, and not many years ago a rich man in 
India spent no less than $50,0U0, in honor of this god, in 
feasts at the marriage, as he called it, of two young 
monkeys ! 



TAMBY, THE HEATHEN SCHOLAR. 
Mr. Rowland, one of the missionaries of the Board in 
Ceylon, gives the following interesting account of Tamby, 
a scholar in one of the free schools of the mission. 

As he came into my study I said, Tamby, I did not see 
you at meeting yesterday. " No, sir, my father detained me 
at home to help plough." But you know it is wrong to work 
on the Sabbath day. " Yes, sir ; but when my fa^er com- 
pels me, what shall I do ? '* 

Afterwards asking him about going to a great heathen 
festival, to which, I heard, he went ; he said that his object 
in going was to see if what he had heard was true, and to 
judge for himself whether it was good or bad. Well, said 
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I, what do. you think ? Was it good ? « O no, it wat all 
bad. It is just as the Bible says, * They have mouths but 
speak not, and eyes but see not' " But, said I, you will 
wish to go agam next time, will you not ? " O no, I saw 
enough.** During the conversation I asked l^im if he prayed 
daily. He said he did. Do you pray alone ? " Yes, sir." 
What do you ask for ? " That Christ may give me a new 
heart, and save my soul." Do you think you have repented 
of your sins ? " No, sir, I believe in Jesus Christ, but I 
have not repented." 

After conversing with him some time, I asked him if he 
would pray with me. He consented, and uttered a short 
prayer. In his prayer, he asked that he might be like the 
publican, who went down to his house justified, and not like 
the pharisee. This boy is about ten years of age, and I 
have reason to believe, from what the teacher says of him, 
that he told me the truth. 

What do our young readers think of this Tamil child ? 
Wherein did he do right, and wherein wrong? Was it 
right for him to work on the Sabbath to please his father ? 
Is he to be blamed, or rather pitied, for what he did in thif 
case ? Does he show any signs of being not far from the 
kingdom of heaven ? 



HOW THE HEATHEN PRIESTS GET MONEY. 

Meenaache is one of the Hindoo gods, in whose honor a 
festival is held once a year. In Madura, Dr. Scudder sa3r8, 
at one of these festivals the Brahmins invented the follow- 
ing trick to get money out of the people. 

Several cows were brought from a great distance, as it 
was asserted, near to the city. They refused, however, it 
was reported, to enter it, because the people were not suffi- 
ciently devoted to their religion ; that is, because they did 
not give as much money to Meenaache as they should do. 
Those who came in from the country, believing this lying 
report, came forward and freely contributed their money, 
Arter this was done, of course the cows, being let loose, 
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willingly entered the city. Ab the expenses pf the tenq>le 
are borne by the voluntary offerings of the people, of course, 
when these fail, it is no wonder that a pnesthood, filled with 
all kinds of iniquity, should have recourse to such strata^ 
gems. Perhaps you would like to hear of one or two more 
of them. ** When pressed for money, the Brahmins some- 
times put their gods in irons, chaining their hands and feet. 
They exhibit them in this sad condition, declaring that they 
have been brought into it by creditors, from whom the gods 
had to borrow money in times of trouble, to supply their 
wants. They declare that these creditors refuse to set them 
at liberty, until the money, with the interest, is paid. The 
people seeing the deplorable condition intc which they have 
been brought, come forward and pay off the debt, which, 
when done, the chains are taken off, and the gods are set at 
liberty." 



[For the Youth's Dayspring.] 
THE UNHAPPY CHILDREN. 

•* Come to me, Henry, and I will tell you a story." Ever 
ready to hear a story, Henry drew near my chair, his eyea 
fixed on my countenance, with a look of earnest expect- 
ation. 

" Far away over the wide water, there is a pleasant and 
beautiful country. The sun shines very brightly there, 
sweet^smelling flowers spring up beneath the feet of the 
little children who live in that land, delicious fruits grow 
there, and beautifrd singing birds fly .about in the air. But 
the little children are not happy. Sometimes they suffer a 
great deal, and are very miserable. They are not happy, 
because they have not good fiithers and nu)thers, and be- 
cause they are not good themselves. They have no Bibles 
to tell them about their Heavenly Father, who does so much 
for them, and about the Lord Jesus Christ, who died that 
their sins might be forgiven, and they made good and 
happy." 
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"I hav'nt got any Bibles,^ said little Henry, who had 
been listening with much interest to my "story," "but I 
will give them all my cents, my bright cent and all, to buy 
them some. And when I am a man, I will sail in a great 
ship, and tell them all about good things." 

How many young readers of the Youth's Dayspring will 
give all their cents to buy Bibles for these poor children ? 
I hope that many of them wiU, and I hope, too, that some 
among them, when they become men or women, will sail in 
ships to tell poor ignorant people about the great and good 
God, and about Jesus Christ, and what they must do to be 
saved from their sins, and from endless misery. H. 



WORSHIP OF GOD'S CKEATURES. 

Dr. Scudder, of Ceylon, says : 

Besides the gods and goddesses, the Hindoos worship 
almost every thing in creation. They worship the tiger, 
the elephant, the horse, the ox, the stag, the sheep, the hog, 
the dog, the cat, the rat, the peacock, the eagle, the cock, 
the hawk, the serpent, the chameleon, the lizard, the tor- 
toise, fishes, and even insects. The snake, called the Colra 
Copello, is a very favorite object of worship. " This snake, 
it is said, has a tiiousand heads, with one of which he holds 
up the earth. In order to induce the people to worship this 
dangerous enemy, the Hindoos have filled their books with 
tales concerning it. Figures of it are to be seen in their 
temples and other buildings. They seek out their holes, 
and from time to time go and offer milk, plantains and such 
other good things to it. One of the principal festivals of 
the Hindoos is in honor of this serpent. Temples are 
erected to it, of which there is one of great celebrity in 
Mysore. When the festival occurs at Uiis temple, great 
crowds of people come together, to offer sacrifices to this 
creeping god." 

O, how happy are you, dear children, that your parents 
are not heathen parents, to teach you such wicked and dis- 
gusting practices ! 
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POETRY OF AFRICAN LANGUAGES. 

Among the Mpongwees thunder is called "The sky's 
gun ; " the morning, " The day's child ; " and one who haa 
become intoxicated is said to be " taken captive by rum.'' 
The Zulus call the twilight, " The eye-lashes of the sun ;" 
and they say of a man who has defrauded them, " He has 
eaten me up." 

The Missionary Advocate tells of a native of Western 
Africa who visited America some years ago, and when 
asked what he would call ice, which he had never seen 
before, said, " Him be water fast asleep ; " and while riding 
in a rail-road car, when asked what name he would give to 
the vehicle, replied, after some thought, " Him be one thun- 
der-mill." 



THE LEPER BOY. 



Mr. Bateman, an English missionary, describes a part of 
India called the Goohsoor country, inhabited by a race of 
people named Khunds. These people, he says, are very 
superstitious, and have long been in tiie practice of offering 
up human sacrifices to their cruel gods, and especially at a 
certain season of the year, when they want the favor of 
these gods for producing good crops. Their sacrifices gen- 
erally consist of children, whom they kidnap, or where they 
cannot do this, buy of some of the wicked people on the 
plains of Orissa. These poor children are carried by them 
into the mountains, and there fed, like so many beasts, 
agamst the day of sacrifice. They are then brought out, 
fastened, one by one, to a stake driven firmly in the ground, 
and their fiesh cut away, piece by piece, till they die. Each 
piece of flesh, as soon as it is cut off from the living child, 
is taken by the people to their fields, and the blood squeezed 
out and sprinkled over the ground where the newly-sown 
grain lies. This they think will give them a fruitful har- 
vest Some years ago, a number of officers in the British 
army, hearing of these things, went to the place, and saved 
a great many little boys and girls from death, whom they 
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sent down to the mission-stations to be taken care of, and 
brought up in the knowledge of Jesus Christ Amongst a 
company of children thus seat down, about fottr yean ago, 
there was a tittle Orisaa boy, to whom the miflsionaries gave 
the name of David. This little boy seemed very dull and 
stupid when taken into the school, and all the missionaries 
could do to teach him good things was at first of no use* 
At last, his mind opened all at o&ce. At that time a great 
work of God was going on in the school, and several chil- 
dren were converted, and amongst them was little David. 
So soon as he was brought to Christ, his whole mind seemed 
changed, and from being one of the dullest children in the 
school, he became an exceedingly active, diligent and pious 
lad. He gave himself very closely to his learning, and got 
on so well tha£ he was soon put into the printing-office, and 
was made there what is called a " compositor." The mis- 
sionaries were delighted and astonished with him, and every 
body loved him. God, however, was only thus ripening him 
for heaven, to which he very soon took him. 

A number of white spots were, at this time, seen upon 
various parts of his body, and they soon showed that he had 
been seised by that most dreadful of all diseases, the lep- 
rosy. He was sent to the hospital, and ^eat care taken of 
him ; but the spots aoon became sores, with which his whole 
bo^ was covered. 

The doctor now forbade his going again mto the school, 
or mixing with the other children, lest they should catch the 
disease ; and, accordingly, a little tent was put up for him 
at a short distance from the school, where he might be quiet, 
and yet sometimes have the pleasure of hearing the voices 
and seeing the faces of ^s compamonk Here he vaed to 
lie atone ^ many hours ; but when the time of worship 
came round, he would crawl to the door of his tent, and get 
■B near as he could to die company, that he might hear the 
missionary's voice, and jmn in ^e worMp <ii G^ 

One dky, the missionary and his wife went into his tent 
to see htin, and found him lying on his back, seemingly in 
deep thought His Testament was close to his side, and 
his hymn-book open in his hand. They feared to disturb 
him, so at once they went back. In a little wjiile, ^e mis- 
sionary returned. Every thing wias just where it was — ^the 
door of the tent open, the Testament, the hymn*book, all ai 
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they were. But his bright spirit had taken its flight to 
heaven. No human hana was there to smooth his pillow, or 

' ve the slightest help. Alone and in silence that young 
[eper died. 

The missionary was greatly affected at the sight, and, 
looking down upon the open hymn-bode, his eye caught 
these sweet words : 

<' Of all that decks the field or bower, 
ThoQ art the fairest, sweetest flower ; 
Thou, blessed Jesus, let not me 
In thy kind heart forgotten be. 

Bay after day, youth's joys decay, 
Death waits to seise his trembling prey ; 
Then, blessed Jesus, let not me 
In thy kind heart forgotten be." 

The dear lad had seemed to die with this prayer trembling 
on his lips. Who can doubt that Jesus, in answer to it, kept 
him blessed company in his departing hour, and cheered 
■nd comforted his soul, though all beside were far away.— 



[For the Youth's Dayspring.] 
OFFERINGS OF THE POOR. 

Suggested by reading the article in the Youth's Bayspring tor 
-February, entitled, ** How much the Children of a Poor-HouM 
tan give for Missions." 

My muse is humble, and doth turn aside 

From princely halls, from luxury and pomp, 

To visit a young group, who dwell beneath 

The roof of charity ; but who doth share 

The loving-kindness and the tender care 

Of the Great Shepherd ; of their Heavenly Friend^ 

Who had on earth no place to lay his head. 

Young, happy faces are before me now, 

And bird-like voices fall upon my ear. 

None who despise that group are guiltiest held. 

And were not this the law, sfiom were ill-placed 

Upon that pauper throng. For who shall say 

What eminence in life it may not reach ? 

Perhaps tome awkward girl, with bashftil air 
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And manners far remoyed from gracefvd ease, 

Such as attract the passing stranger's eye, 

May, — ^in the unformed casket, lightly held 

By those who deify the outward form, 

Deeming the mind within but little worth,— 

Have garnered up rich gems from genius' minef. 

Thoughts of high import, brooding idly now ; 

But soon, invested with a magic charm, 

They clothe themselves in words, and thrill with awe 

Full many a spirit kindred to her own. 

And some may be, amid the lowly band. 

Whose rise may distance even genius' fame, 

Who look beyond to nobler objects still^ 

To virtue, moral Worth, and truth divine ; 

To Him who children blessed, when here on earth ; 

Resolved by help of grace to be His own ; 

Bought with a price — to know no other Lord. 

Sweet buds of promise, flowers of Paradise, 

The fragrance of whose holy lives shall give 

Grateful refreshment to the fainting earth. 

This we may hope, for to the Savior's cause 

They bring their willing gift, and gladly yield 

The rare indulgence of their sugared toys, 

And sweet nice cakes, that children far away 

May hear of Him, who died the lost to save. 

Bless thou the offering of these little ones, 

Father Supreme ! O, let it be the means 

Of giving light to some poor darkened mind. 

Some erring heart may it win back to thee ! 

And in thy love and mercy, wilt thou blest 

The generous donors who have offered up 

Their little all. safely shelter them 

Within the Savior's fold, that henceforth they 

Hay be an offering consecrate to Thee ! 
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Toll mat, 1850. Ho. 5. 

ANOTHER GOLD DOLLAR. 

The following communication from a missionary now in 
this country is designed for the readers of the Dayspring : 

^ A short time ago I visited a family warmly interested in 
the missionary cause. After conversing a while with the 
parents, little Edward, the youngest of their children, stole 
timidly up, and put into my hand a Gold Dollar < to buy 
Bibles for the heathen.* His mother had told him the story 
of Samuel and his Gold Dollar. He was deeply interested,, 
and expressed a wish to dispose of one in the same way, 
which had been given him for a keepsake. He had been 
waiting impatiently for my arrival, and now hastened to 
deposit his shining treasure witli the missionary. May the 
zeal of little Edward incite many others to do what they can 
for this good object Children often regret that their money 
has been foolishly expended for candy and toys, but who 
ever felt that he had given too much to make known the 
gospel among the heathen? No one. Jesus Christ said, 
when he was on earth, ' It is more blessed to give than to 
receive.' And this is true. Every body who has tried it, 
knows it is true. If you put your money into the treaBuiy 
of the Lord, you are sure it will do good to those who aie 
far away, and who have not the happy homes, and the kind 
parents, and the Bibles, and the Sabbath schools, which yon 
enjoy ; and the thought of this cannot fail to afford yon 
6 
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pleasure. A five dollar note was lately given to a foreign 
missionary society by a little girl in Hager's City, Maryland, 
who has been in very poor health for almost three, years, 
and could hardly walk on her crutches to bring the donation. 
The gentleman, who forwarded the money for her, tells us 
that much of the time she is confined to her bed ; and whilst 
in that position, suffering from severe pain, she uses her 
needle so as to aid the cause of Christ When she gave 
this five dollar note, her face brightened up as she said, * I 
wish, sir, it was ten times as much.' This little child is poor 
and fatherless, and if she had spent the money on herself, 
•he might have added much to her necessary comforts. But 
the love of Christ was stronger in her heart than the love of 
self. Another little girl once lay on her death-bed, parched 
with fever. A lady who came in asked her if she would like 
an orange. ' Yes, very much,' was her reply. * Then here are 
two cents to buy one,' said the lady. The little girl looked 
up, cast her eyes round the room, and directed the money to 
be placed in her missionary box. . A boy sold a pair of 
beautiful pigeons, of which he was very fond, in order to 
aid the heathen with the money ; and he told his mother that 
he never had a more joyous heart tlian when making this 
sacrifice. I have heard of a juvenile missionary society, 
the members of which meet every other Thursday. They 
work for the children who are gathered into schools on 
heathen ground. The lady who prepares their sewing, and 
teaches them how to do it properly, tells them stories about 
missionaries in various parte of the world. Their faces are 
bright and their hearte are happy, as they hear of the 
heathen becoming Christians and of the little children lean>- 
ing to love the Savior. And then they sing some of their 
favorite missionary hymns. WJien they are nearly ready to 
leave off their work, their minister often comes in to see 
them. They all love him very much, for he smiles on them 
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End has a kind word for each. At the close, they kneel 
down to thank God for giving them so happy a meeting, and 
allowing them, in their humble way, to bless the poor 
heathen, 

" This is the true secret of happiness — to forget yourself 
and begin heartily to do all you can for others. Many 
grown-up people do not understand this principle. But I 
want to have you, dear Children, understand it, and in the 
morning of life learn in your own experience the luxury of 
doing good." 



LETTER FROM DR. SCUDDER. 

Many readers of the Dayspring well remember the visit 
of Dr. Scudder to this country, and the great pains he took 
to enlist the young in the work of missions. In the follow- 
ing interesting letter, he describes the last hours of his wife, 
who, after laboring with him thirty years in India, has been 
called to her home above. 

Madras, Dec. 12, 1849. 

My Dear Children, — ^My dear companion, my wife, is dead. 
Thirty years ago she gave herself to the missionary work. 
She left mother, brother and sisters, and aU, that she might 
spend her life among the heathen. And she did spend it 
among them, and I am glad to tell you, that she was among, 
them when she died. The heathen have lost one of their 
warm friends. They have lost one who has, I may safely say, 
o£fered thousands of prayers for them. Her labors were not in 
vain. While in Ceylon, they were blessed to the hopeful con- 
version of a woman whom, I trust, she will meet in heaven. 
This woman came to me to have a tooth pulled out. While 
on her visit to Panditeripo, Mrs. Scudder talked to her about 
her soul's concerns, and as she left her, she asked her if she 
would promise not to forget what she had said to her. Three 
years afterwards, I received a letter from Mr. Lambric, of the 
Church missionary station at Cotta, near Colombo, who said 
that he had just baptized this woman, and that she gave good 
evidence that she loved the Lord Jesus : and all this, through 
grace, was owing to that one visit to Panditeripo. "Mrs. 
Scudder made me promise," said she, *' that I would not forget 
what she told me, and I have not forgotten it." 
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"When my dear wife was dying, ske showed that she felt 
eoncerned for the salvation of souls. " My only burden in 
dying,** said she, ,** is the thought that three of my children 
axe in an impenitent state/' and she besought her youngest 
daughter, in the most affectionate and impressive manner, to 
yield her heart to the Savior, adding, ** This is my dying re- 
quest. I have done all I can for you." She also told her to 
load the 27th Psalm. 

In addition to the interest manifested in her own children* 
she showed her concern for such of her relations as are out of 
Christ, by sending messages to them, exhorting them to Beek 
him. 

She manifested her concern for the salvation of the heathen 
by sending word to her son WiUiam, (who is a missionary in 
Ceylon,) to be faithful and to live to win souls. She also 
expressed her wish that her six sons in America might come 
to India to tell the heathen of the Savior. ** It has been my 
earnest prayer/' said she, ** that they might all come to this 
land to preach the gospel." 

Now, there is a vacancy in the missionary ranks, occasioned 
by the death of my dear wife ; and there are vacancies occa- 
sioned by the death of my dear sister, in China, and her hus- 
band, Mr. Pohlman, and others. And I want to ask you, my 
dear children, if there are none among you- who will take 
iheir places. But perhaps I should ask you another question 
first. Do you love the Savior above all things ? * K not, you 
•re not fit to become missionaries. And besides this, you are 
in a dreadful situation and in danger of being lost, yea, lost 
forever. And will you continue an hour in your sad condi- 
tion } O, you must not. You must not You must come to 
Christ and tell him that you will no more sin against him, but 
be his and love liini. My dear wife, when dying, said twice, 
"What a wretched place is a dying bed to prepare for eternity. 
What a miserable being should I now be, if I had not Jesus 
to rest upon." Should you put off your repentance to a dyinc 
hour, Ood may not hear you then, thou^ you should caU 
upon him for help. Perhaps he wUl leave you to cry out as 
I^dia Sturtevant did, when dying, •♦ Too late," " Too late " ta 
be pardoned. Have you ever rei^ her little history ? If not, 
I wish you would get it from the American Tract Society and 
lead it. Her^s was an awful death. 

As Mrs. Scudder had given herself to Christ when she wm 
young, she had nothing to do but to die. ** Yea, though I 
walk through the valley of the shadow of death," said she^ 
•* I wUl fear no evil, for thou art with me, thy rod and thy 
flttiff they comfort me." Just before she died, she opened hn 
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ejes, and exclaimed, ** Glorious Hearen ! " ** Gloriouf SalT»- 
tion ! " Soon after this she fell asleep in Jesus. 

O, if I could be the instrument in causing you thus to lo?« 
the Savior, what joy would it not giro me. But I must not 
dwell on this point. All I have to £^ of you is, that you will 
now go alone into your closet and kneel down, and tell the 
Savior that you wiU be his, and give your hearts to him. If 
you will do this, by and by, you too thatt fcM asleep in Jeetu, 

But let me return to my former question. Are there none 
of you who will take the places of the missionaries who have 
£Edlen while fighting the battles of their Redeemer ? When I 
think of the millions who die in this Eastern world, every 
year, who have never even heard of his name, and who die 
to go down to the fire which will never be quenched, what 
shall I say ? Do you at all wonder that when my dear wifb 
thought of these poor heathen, in her dying hour, she said she 
wished all her six sons in America to come to India to tell 
them of a Savior ; and will you wonder that this was her con- 
stant prayer while in health ? And should none of you come 
to these poor perishing heathen, will it not be the greatest 
wonder to you, when you stand at the judgment seat at the 
last day, that you did not come ? Can you meet them, in 
peace, if you do not fly to their help ? O, should you not 
come, how ^rill you feel in that day, if they should point to 
you and say, *• There st^nd those very persons who knew all 
about Christ, and knew that we must perish if they did not 
come and tell us about him ; but they pitied us not — and now 
we must be lost — ^lost forever." 

Very affectionately, J. Scuddeb. 



THE LITTLE GIRL WHO SEEKS TO JOIN THE 
PEOPLE OF GOD. 

At the close of a prayer-meeting with the scholars in 
Gowahatti, Assam, a little girl named Japori, about twelve 
years of age, wrote as follows to an older native Christian 
girl: 

O my beloved sister Babori, this is my supplication, the 
night of this day ; for my sake that you make very great 
prayers before Grod, that I may be made a disciple, and be 
received into the church. For this I have a great mind. 
For many days I have heard the Savior's gospel, and have 
not had faith ; and I fear my mind is getting kard« By the 
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saenfice which Jesus made, that my mind may he made soft, 
pray. And that in Jesus* name I may be baptized, pray. 
And in the ^eat day, when Jesus will come, that I may run 
to meet the Lord, and cry, My Lord has come, — ^yes, sister, 
pray much for tiiis. But how can such a hell-deserving 
sinner call Jesus my Lord ? I am a vessel of his wrat£ 
For my dear mother, pray. — Bap, Mins, Mag. 




THE BLIND SAGE. 

This man lives in Aintab, a city of Western Asia. Many 
Armenians there have lately welcomed the gospel, and be- 
come devoted followers of the Savior. " The blind -Sage,** 
as he is called, is a very intelligent man, and perhaps the 
most interesting of this band of disciples. Before he be- 
came a Christian, he was the principal teacher of the schools 
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in Aintab. Bat simply because he read the Bible and 
spoke against the false doctrines of the Armenian church, 
nearly all his pupils were taken away from him, and he was 
obliged to sell his little stock of house furniture to get his 
daily bread. Sometimes wicked men have tried to bribe 
him to renounce Christ, and sometimes they have persecuted 
him ; but he has been valiant for the trutli, and thought it 
better to suffer the loss of all things than to deny his Lord. 
You, Dear Children, here in America, do not know how 
much it costs in many parts of the world to be a Christian. 
Hundreds of Armenian converts in Turkey, like this blind 
sage, have been turned out of employment and driven from 
their homes, and many of them been thrown into filthy dun- 
geons and beaten till they were covered with blood. But 
they have rejoiced, just as the Apostles did, to sufTer shame 
for the name of Christ. They have been able to sing praises 
when their feet were fast in the stocks. They have found 
that the love of the Savior and his presence was worth more 
to them than friends, or. home, or clothing, or comfortable 
food. Christ promised it should be so. He tells all his dis- 
ciples every where, " Peace 1 leave with you, my peace I 
give unto you ; not as the world giveth, give I unto you. 
Let not your heart be troubled, neither let it be afraid." 



HOLDING THE ROPES. 



When the Baptist Missionary Society was first formed in 
1792, and their first missionary, Mr. Carey, chosen, the re- 
mark was made by some one of the gentlemen, ** There is 
a gold mine in India, but it seems almost as deep aa the 
centre of the earth ; who will venture to explore it ? " " I 
will venture to go down," said Carey to his brethren, " but 
remember you must hold the ropes." And they all engaged 
to do so. 

What did they and he mean ? Why, by " the gold mine *• 
they meant there were many precious souls in India that 
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wanted saving and setting high in heaven. By 'Agoing 
down into the mine," they meant going there to try to save 
and hless these souls. And hy " holding the ropes," they 
meant the work that those that were left behind at home 
would have to do, to help the missionaries that should be 
abroad ; as you perhaps have seen a little lad going down 
into a coal-pit, and a great strong man holding a rope, by 
which to keep him from falling to the bottom and being 
killed. 

Now, the missionaries want you to hold the ropes. They 
kave gone into India, China, the South Seas, Africa, Amer- 
ica, and many other parts, to raise precious immortal souls 
from earth and hell to heaven. But they look to us to " hold 
the ropes ; " they expect us at home to take care that they 
are not allowed to fail for want of prayer, of money, of 
books, and of all they need. Little boys and girls can hold 
the ropes as well as grown-up people ; and though they are 
not as strong, nor as wise, nor as rich, yet, many little hands 
will do a deal, and perhaps as much as a few great and 
powerful men.--%/lfw. J^ewspaper. 



LETTER FROM MR. WILSON. 

Tr^U, Syrioy Dec. 5, 1849. 
To the Readers of tJie YouMt Dayepring : 

Dear Children, — ^You often read letters from nussionaries in 
foreign lands, but you have never read qne from a missionary 
in this city. Tripoli is on the shore of the Mediterranean Sea, 
and about fifty miles north of Beirut. It is a very old town, 
but you must not suppose from this that the houses we now 
see are very old. This is not true. There have been many 
wars m Syria, in which Tripoli, like Jerusalem and other 
iities, has suffered very much. The Mohammedans, at foxa 
or five different times, destroyed all the Christians they could 
find in the city, and we are told that only a few years since 
the bones of some of these Christians could be seen lying over 
the field where they were killed. The most of the people 
now in the city are worshipers of the False Prophet; but 
about one third, or 6,000, are nominally ChristianB. These 
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Christians are nearly all members of the Greek Church. As 
you have perhaps heard very little about this Church, I "will 
now tell you that they are much more like the Roman Catho- 
lics than like Protestants. Should you visit their churches, 
you would see the walls covered with pictures, which they 
kiss ; and you would hear them pray to the saints in heaven, 
and such like things, which Protestants who learn their reli- 
gion from the Bible never think of. Hereafter I may tell you 
more about this people and their religion. 

Perhaps you do not know that the Sugar-Cane, from which 
your sugar is nearly all made, was first seen by Europeans at 
this place. It was taken from here to Western Europe, and 
from there to the United States and to other parts of the world. 
This climate is warm, there never being any frost in winter. 
While I am writing, the orange trees are burdened with fruit 
which resembles apples of gold. 

And now I will tell you of an Arab boy, who seven months 
since began to learn English with brother Foot and myself. 
He has been reading the Dayspring, and is much pleased with 
it. To-day he came to me with twelve and a half cents, and 
said he wished to subscribe for the paper. He was told he 
could have the paper to read without paying for it ; but this 
did not suit him, and I was glad that it did not. He said he 
wanted a paper that he could call his own and keep. His 
name is Skander, and he is about twelve years of age, and the 
oldest child in his father's family. There is nothing like the 
Dayspring in the Arabic language. I hope this little Day- 
spring will be a great blessing to this boy. It ought to be a 
great blessing to every child who reads it. It is not enough 
that children live in a Christian land, or that their parents are 
called Christians. If you are ever to be happy in heaven, you 
must remember your Creator in the days of your youth — you 
must obey the gospel yourselves, and do all you can to induce 
others to do so likewise. Many of you, I hope, will yet be- 
come missionaries. 

Your friend, 'D. M. Wilson, 
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DRTJZE WOMAN, WITH THE HOME HEAD-DBES& 
Here you see a Druze woman in her native dress. The 
Drozes are a sin^ar people who live on Mount Lehanon 
in Syria. They pretend to care but little about religion of 
any kind, and adopt that which happens to prevail in their 
country. With the Mohanunedans, they are Mohammedans. 
With the Christian sects, they are Christians. This conduct 
is said to be commanded in their sacred books, which they 



THE youth's DAT8PKIN€k 75 

keep very much concealed, so that it is difficult to find out 
what they really believe. 

You will notice the curious head-dress of this woman. 
Its peculiar appearance is owing to a horn, in the shape of a 
cone, which is worn on the forehead. They call it iantoor. 
These tantoois are three or four inches wide at the bottom, 
about one inch at the top, and from fourteen inches to two 
feet long ! They are made of tin, of silver, and sometimes 
even of gold, and studded with precious stones. From the 
top hangs a veil as large as a sheet, which covers nearly the 
whole body, and is drawn over the face or removed from it, 
as they please. This heavy, uncomfortable horn, is worn 
during the whole life ; and when the owner dies, it descends 
in the family to the next generation. They will part with 
almost any thing sooner than with these ornaments, and 
silver ones of considerable value are often worn by women 
who are very poor. 

It is not certainly known where this strange custom origi- 
nated, but it is probably a very ancient one. Many think 
David alludes to it when he says, Ps. IxXv. 5, " lift not up 
your horn on high ; speak not with a stiff neck." 

American missionaries are now laboring among these 
Druzes on Mount Lebanon, and some of them have become 
interesting Christians. We hope the time is not very far 
off, when they will come by thousands to the Lord Jesus for 
pardon and eternal life. 



[For the Youth's Dayspring.] 

THE BOOK-MARK. 

" Father," said Mary Wilspn, as she was one day seated 

at her sewing, " I have just heard what some litUe girls here 

have done for the children of the heathen. Don't you think 

I could do something for them too.' Could I not make 
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some book-marks, and sell them, and send the money to thi 
missionaries ? " 

" I suppose you could," replied Mr. Wilson, 

" Then,'* said she, "I will try at once." 

So Mary began a book-mark, which was soon finished. 
It bore evident traces of having been worked by an unprac- 
ticed hand ; but the little girl looked on it with great satis- 
faction, and determined to improve the first opportunity of 
ofiering it for sale. Shortly afterwards, a benevolent lady 
called on Mrs. Wilson, and in the course of her visit Maiy 
placed the book-mark in her hand. 

" Will you buy it ? " asked she in a tone of eager interest 

" Why," inquired the visitor, " do you wish to sell it ? " 

" I would like to get some money for it, to send to the 
poor heathen children." 

" Then I will buy it," said the lady ; and so saying, she 
took a quarter of a dollar from her purse, and gave it to 
Mary, in exchange for the book-mark. 

But perhaps some of my little readers will desire to know 
if the mark wis really worth a quarter of a dollar. No, not 
half so much. But the lady wanted to encourage Mary to 
persevere in her new plan ; and so was willing to pay her 
much more than the mark was worth. 

And how many of the young readers of the Dayspring 
axe desirous of doing something for the poor heathen ? We 
have only a little time to do good. Time is very short, and 
life entirely uncertain. And those who wish to do good to 
their brethren and sisters must begin early ; otherwise, they 
can never accomplish much. 

Children can, in various ways, do a great deal to aid the 
missionary cause. They can deny themselves many a little 
indulgence, and thus save much of their pocket money to 
give to those children, who know nothing of the Lord Jesus 
Christ And if they have no money of their own, they can, 
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hy exerting themselves, earn at least a few cents to give to 
80 good a cause. And God accepts the nnallest offering. 
He only requires that it be made in a right spirit I hope 
many will bring offerings, such as they are able, to their 
constant Benefactor. & 



A GOOD EXAMPLE. WHO WHX miTATE ? 
On Sabbath evening, March 17th, the Juvenile Mission* 
ary Society of the Bowdoin-street church, in Boston, held 
their annual meeting. A large number were present, pa- 
rents and children coming in together and filling the spa- 
cious vestry. During the year the Society has increased 
from 70 to 120 members, and the amount paid into the 
Treasury was two hundred and fifty dollars, being more 
than double what was raised the year before. This money 
has been expended in books for John, a Nestorian preacher, 
in libraries which were sent to the west, in the education of 
a heathen child in Ceylon, in a library for South Africa, in 
a Bethel flag, made by the sewing circle connected with the 
Society, " to be hoisted upon the deep, as a beacon-light to 
guide the sturdy mariner to the place of worship," and in 
several other interesting donations. It filled the hearts of 
the children, and all who were present, with gladness, to 
think that so much had been accomplished. Several letters 
were read from those who had received the bounty of these 
children. One writes, " We thank you and the Society a 
thousand times for your rich donation, and we do assure 
you, that we shall always look on the books we may receive 
from you with tenfold interest, because they were the gifts 
of hearts young, but those, I trust, already taught the spirit 
of true benevolence. May every cent that you contribute 
to any useful object be as seed sown to bring forth a rich 
harvest to your own souls.^ Two addresses were made to 
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the children. One speaker said, << I am glad to find that 
this Society can reach out an arm to the mighty West, 
another to South Africa, anotiier to Persia, another to Cey* 
Ion, and another to the sailors on the wide ocean. This is 
the pleasant result of your self-denying efforts. This is 
benevolence. We want you to have more of it To be 
more like the blessed Savior, who went about doing good." 

The whole meeting was a delightful and animated one ; 
and the members of this Juvenile Society went home, deter- 
mined to do more than they ever had before for this good 
cause. 



THE PILGRIM FINDING REST. 

Unconverted people, who are always trying in vain to find 
happiness, are often compared to wanderers, who travel 
about without a home or any settled resting place. And the 
comparison is correct. But in some parts of the world this 
description is no figure of speech — it is a literal truth. This 
is the case in India, where a great many foolish and misera- 
ble creatures, called pilgrims, spend years, and even all 
their life, walking from place to place, to work out their 
salvation. But since the missionaries have brought this 
blessing " nigh unto them," some have been stopped in their 
useless search, and have found in Jesus Christ what they 
sought by their works and their wanderings. Two years 
ago, one of these poor pilgrims, who had suffered much, and 
spent the best part of his life in goinff to no less than sev- 
enty-two places, that were thought to be very holy, happened 
to pass near a spot where a native missionary, called Do- 
mingo, was standing up in the open air, preaching the go^* 
pel to his heathen countrymen. And it was a happy tmng. 
for the poor pilgrim that he came there just at that time. 
He did not know, indeed, tliat he had now reached the very 
spot which he had been seeking so long, and to find which 
he had traveled so far, — ^that 3ie salvation which he had 
gone to so many places to obtsdn, and for which he had suf- 
fered so much, was now within his reach ; and, but for the 
guidance of the good hand of that God whom he had never 
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known, he might have got there either too early or too late 
to hear about Jesus. But the time, the set time, to favor 
him had now come. He saw the missionary ; he turned out 
of his road ; he joined the people who were standing around 
him; he hearkened to his words. At first the preacher 
spoke about sin, and the sorrow and the danger to which it 
led. All this he knew to be true of himself. But when he 
heard of tlie love of God in sending his Son into the world 
to save sinners, strange things came to his .ears. He won- 
dered. Now, for the first time, he listened to words whereby 
he might be saved. Light sprung up in darkness. It was 
as if a new sun had arisen, or as if a new world had been 
spread out all around him. Like the prodigal, he had 
" come to himself," and he said, " I will arise and go to my 
father." 

He heard the sermon to its close ; but the water of life, 
which had as yet but just touched his thirsty lips, made him 
long for a deeper draught. He therefore went with the 
missionary to his lodging, tliat he might hear more about 
the great salvation. Domingo received him with joy, and 
taught him the way of God more perfectly. Soon after, his 
teacher returned to Agra, where he lived ; but thither also 
the pilgrim, now become a penitent, soon followed, and 
found him. At length he joined himself to the disciples of 
the Lord, and showed, in many ways, that he had found rest 
unto his soul. — Juv, Miss. Mag, 



MISSIONARY MUSEUMS. 



Every school should have a little museum. It would 
gradually increase by the contributions of curiosities from 
mends, and interest very many of the young. — Ibid. 



LYING PRAYERS. 

The native Christians of Polynesia have their missionary 
meetings as regularly as the friends of the heathen in Eng- 
land or the United States. On one of tiiese occasions, a 
dark-browed man rose and said, "We have not hitherto 
collected much property, but let us add our prayers to that 
which we have given. The gospel cannot be conveyed to 
distant lands without means. This is the way ; pray with 
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the heart, and give with the hands. To pray mthovt gip 
iff a lying prayer, ^^ Are there not many in Christian land 
who show more zeal for the heathen hy their prayers than 
hy their alms ?— Jut?. Miss, Htraid, * 



"WE BRING 'EM TIP TO IT.*' 
Such was the good negro mother's reason for putting 
money into the hands of her child, that he might place it on 
the plate at a collection made in Jamaica. She wished to 
bring him up to aid the cause of God. — Ihid. 



THE SOWER TO HIS SEED. . 

Sink, little seed, in the earth's black mould. 
Sink in your grave so wet and so cold — 
There must you lie ; 
Earth I throw over you, 
Darkness must cover you, 
Light comes not nigh. 

What grief you'd tell, if words you could say I 
What grief make known for loss of the day ! 
Sadly you'd speak : 
" Lie here must I ever ? 
Will the sunlight never 
My dark grave seek ? " 

Have faith, little seed ; soon yet again, 
Thou'lt rise from the grave where thou art lain; 
Thou'lt be so fair, 
With thy green shades so light. 
And thy flowers so bright, 
Waving in air. 

So must we sink in the earth's black mould ; 
Sink in the grave so wet and so cold : 
There must we stay, 
Till at last we shall see 
Time to eternity, 
Darkness to day. [Land, 8, 8. Mc{ 

07 T. &. HABYIN, 24 CONOBBSS 8TBBBT, BOtTOir. 
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WHERE THERE'S A WILL, THERE'S A WAY, 

Many children, and many grown-up people, too, say they^ 
cannot find any thing to give for Foreign Missions. But 
the reason is, they do not wish to give. They love them- 
selves, hut have not much love to Christ or the heathen. If 
they really wanted to do something, and were praying all. 
the time that God would show them how, they would find no^ 
difficulty. It is not always those children who have most 
money that give most. Oh ! no. Very often, those who- 
have hut a cent in a month, will give it more willingly than 
those who have a cent every day. 

But all can contrive some way to help along the good 
cause. And if you hear how other children have managed, 
perhaps you can learn by their example. 

The fiallowing contributions to a missionary society uu 
England, will be very interesting to you. 



Produce of a Bee-hive, . 








jf3 92 


Profits of a Pig, . ^ . 








350 


Pear Tree, 








292 


Sale of Missionary Rabbits, 








3 70 


Fragment Gatherer, 








4 37 


Sale of Tuikeys, . 








ddO 


Sale of Apples, 








4 81 


Missionary Hen's Nests, 








677 



There was a girl who had been taught, from a veiy 
6 
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little child, to interest herself about missions. When she 
was sent away to a boarding-school, and could not get 
money as she used to do at home for the heathen, she found 
out other ways. 

1. She agreed to sweep and dust the school-room every 
day, for which something was to be given her. 2. To make 
the bed of a school companion, for which she was also to be 
paid. 3. To mend stockings for the young ladies, at two 
<5ents a pair. 4. To make various articles for sale. 5. To 
keep a Tag-bag and sell the rags. 

A boy had some tools presented him by his father. He 
is very diligent in learning how to use them, so as to make 
various articles for sale, and thus add to the contents of his 
missionary-box. Two other boys had a small printing press 
given tliem, and they printed labels to put on jars, and 
names to paste inside books, and even a poem, which they 
sold to their friends ; and thus, after a time, raised five dol- 
lars for the missionary cause. It would be easy, children, 
to tell you many such facts. But these are enough for this 
time. You may learn how true it is, that " where there's a 
will, there's a way." Now see what plan you will contrive. 
If you cannot form one yourself, ask your parents about it. 
They will not refuse to help you. Perhaps they will rejoice 
to see you thus anxious to give your mites. They ought to 
be. A little boy, at the suggestion of his mother, went 
without butter many months, though he loved it very much, 
that what he saved in this way might go to the heathen. Do 
you think he was any the less happy for this self-denial ? Do 
you not suppose it was very pleasant for him to receive the 
money from his mother and put it into the missionary-box ? 
He often declares that it was. Try some such method for 
yourself. And then let others know how you succeed. The 
editor of the Dayspring will certainly be glad to have you 
Bend him any interesting facts. 
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THE SCHOOL IN BEIRUT AND THE SCHOOL IN 
CONSTANTINOPLE. 

Beirtlkt and ConBtantinople are cities in the East Beirth 
is in Syria, and not very far from Jerusalem. Constanti- 
nople is the capital of Turkey, and is thought to contain a 
million of people. In these two places our missionaries 
have very excellent schools for girls. Some of these girls 
have become pious, and are diligent in their studies, that 
they may go out and do good among their dark, degraded 
people. Last December one of the scholars at Constanti- 
nople wrote an interesting letter to the girls in Mrs; De 
Forest's school at Beirtit, which you will be glad to read. 
Here is a copy of it 

Dear Sisters, — When I heard of the establishment of your 
school) which by the aid of God has been opened for the spread 
of his kingdom and to teach many the way of salvation, I felt 
constrained to make known to you the love which I bear to 
you, and my great desire to hold correspondence with com- 
panions thus filled with the love and knowledge of .Christ. 

Although we with bodily eyes have never seen each other's 
faces, and are not even of the same nation, yet the love of 
Christ is so wonderful that it unites those, who are unknown 
to each other, as sisters. 

I think it well, at present, to tell you a few things about 
our school, hoping it may interest you. In the beginning we 
were eight girls, but by the goodness of God, from day to day 
our number increased to twenty-three. We learn arithmetic, 
geography, grammar, history, astronomy, moral science, Eng- 
lish, and some other things. We have school seven hours in 
the day, three in the forenoon, three in the afternoon, and one 
in the evening. On Fridays we write compositions and have 
a Bible lesson in the forenoon, and in the afternoon we sew 
and learn various kinds of needle- work. Some of the articles 
we make are sold, and the avails are given to our pastor and to 
the poor. On Saturdays we have no school, that we may pre- 
pare for the Sabbath. On Sabbath mornings we repeat each 
■even verses of Scripture, which Mr. Everett explains. In 
the afternoon we all go to church, and in the evening we have 
a lesson in the Catechism, and afterwards we read in the Old 
Testament with Miss Lovell, and thus we spend the holy day. 
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We have meetings four times during the week :— on Tuesdar 
evening prayer-meeting, conducted sometimes by Mr. QoodeU 
in Turkish, and sometimes by Mr. Everett in Armenian. On 
Wednesday evenings the girls alone meet for prayer, that the 
Holy Spirit may come and dwell in our scnool and be our 
guide. On Friday evenings the members of the church meet 
to pray and exhort one another, and to promote our growth ia 
nrace, — and on Saturday evenings we meet in concert with the 
Oroomiah school, to pray for each other. Once a month, also, 
"we have monthly concert, when we all contribute a littie for 
the spread of the gospel through all the earth. 

When we came here, there was not one of us all, who was 
a renewed Christian. But during these four years, the God 
U)d Father of our Lord Jesus Christ has twice, by his Spirit, 
visited us in a wonderful manner, and made m^ny to feel their 
lost condition, and given new hearts to them, and we hope 
that many of them have been truly converted and made fit 
instruments for extending the kingdom of Christ. Of our 
whole number since the commencement, eighteen are mem- 
bers of the church. 

Wherefore, my beloved, I esteem it my duty always to pray 
for your school, that the same Lord of glory may visit you, 
and turn those hezcrts to Him, which are now not his, and 
write all your names in the Book of Life. And now, con- 
strained by love, I exhort you to love God and the Savior of 
the world with all your hearts, to love the holy book, to love 
prater, to love to do good, and to prepare a place in your 
"keeata for the Holy Spirit, that by these means you may gain 
the salvation of your souls. Dear sisters, I am filled with 
hope that you will be made instruments of extending the 
kingdom of the Lord in that city, by your example, your 
words and your works, and above aU by your prayere, and 
when you have vacations you wiU labor for your companions 
of your own age, that the heavy darkness be dissipated from 
their minds, and the glorious light of Christ shine upon them« 
I have been glad to hear that two of your ntimber have be- 
come assistants in your school ; may the Lord aid you £Edth- 
Ailly to discharge your duties and to gain many souls. 

It is now three months, that our schocd has somewhct 
changed. Some of the older girls have left, and we are now 
twenty-three girls, of whom many are new scholars and many 
are young. At present^ I have no news to tell yon of theiii« 
although it appears that their minds are tender and ready to 
receive truth. 

I thaJl after this, be always hoping to hear from yo« ; I 
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hope you will write soon and freely. Please give my saluta- 
UoM and loye to your dear teacher, Mrs. DeForest, and to all 
your schooL Our girls all send salutations, and desire you 
would pray for us. 

Your fiuthful friend, 

Aboosuk Hachadoostan. 



LTITLE ESTHER. 

In a beantifal city of New England, there lived a little 
giri by the name of Esther. She was only seven years old, 
bat showed by her conduct that she loved the Lord Jesus 
Christ She often talked about the missionaries, and wanted 
to become one herself and go to India. There was a colored 
woman in the family, whom Esther was teaching to read } 
and whenever any body said to her, " What would a little 
girl like you, my dear, do among the heathen ? " she would 
reply, " One thing I can do for them, I can teach them to 
read in the New Testament" In order to raise money for 
missions, she begged her mother to let her have a mission- 
ary hen, whose eggs she might sell for this purpose. And 
she also persuaded her mother, who was a lady of some 
property, to contribute thirty or forty dollars a year for the 
support of a school of Tamil children in Ceylon. One day 
her older sister had some money given her to buy a silk 
dress, but little Esther wanted to have her buy a cotton 
dress instead, and put the difference in the missionary-box ; 
and her sister, after hearing her earnest plea for the heathen, 
determined to do as Esther wished. 

This child was sometimes overheard praying in the most 
affecting manner, that God would bless missionaries and 
make all the people of the world know the Savior. Once 
her Sabbath school teacher suggested to her that she had 
better pray for the heathen on the day of monthly concert, 
when Esther looked up with her eyes full of tears and said, 
** Dear Teacher, do not think I ever forget the monthly con- 
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cert I love it very much." Some time after, the family 
removed far to the South, and she went with them. It is 
not known where she is now, but it is hoped she is the same 
gentle follower of Christ that she used to be, and still prays 
for those who are in darkness. 

When you read, dear children, about Esther, and how 
much she tried to do good, you cannot help loving her. But 
why will you not be like 'her ? You can be. Esther was 
one of Christ's lambs. So may you be. She had a mis- 
sionary spirit She gave her own money to the heathen, 
and persuaded others to give theirs. Why can you not do 
the same ? She wanted to be a missionary herself. Why 
should not you be one ? She prayed with many tears that 
the world might be converted. Why will not you ? Think 
of this. And when you kneel down by your bedside and 
say, " Our Father," ask that Esther's Savior may be your 
Savior and portion. Then you will be happy. Then you 
will be useful. Then you will have the true missionary 
spirit 



CUTTUB MINAR, NEAR DELHI. 

What a noble pillar ! How it towers up towards heaven ! 
And how like pigmies do the men, the horses and the ele- 
phant look who are passing along under it This column is 
about twelve miles from the famous city of Delhi, in India, 
and has on every side a dismal field of tombs and old ruins. 
At different heights are five balconies, where visitors may 
go out and see far and wide the country around. The top 
is reached by a dark staircase of three hundred and eighty- 
four steps. The height of the pillar is two hundred and 
forty-two feet, and it was built six hundred years ago. It is 
one of the finest minarets in Hindostan. When Bishop 
Heber saw how grand and beautiful it was, he said, " These 
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Pagans built like giants and finished their work like jewel- 
lers." 

The village of Cuttub, where this minaret stands, is what 
the Mohammedans call a holy place. Cuttub ud Deen, one 
of their saints, was buried there, and th6 poor ignorant peo- 
ple come in crowds to his tomb, and then go away, thinking 
they have become the favorites of heaven and shall be sure 
of entering its pearly gates. How foolish to think that 
making a pilgrimage to the grave of a man will take away 
sins. Even if we could visit the tomb where Jesus Christ 
himself was buried, this would not make us holy. It would 
not make us fit for heaven. Cuttub ud Deen, and all the 
other saints, whether Mohammedans, or Roman Catholics, 
or Greeks, or Armenians, cannot help us at all. But Jesus 
can. O yes, he is the chief among ten thousand. Will 
you not go to him ? Will you not go now ? 

" I bring my guilt to Jesus, 
To wash my crimson stains 
White in his blood most precious, 
Till not a spot remains." 



FELIX NEFFS SCHOOLS. 



In the south of France, in the departments of the Is^ 
and the higher Alps, there is a scattered Protestant popula- 
tion. It was once larger than it is now, but it has been 
reduced by persecutions, massacres, and religious wars. 
These poor people are descendants of the ancient Vaudois, 
and still maintain amongst their mountains and valleys the 
religion which their foreuithers sealed with their blood. 

It was amongst these people that the good Felix NeflT 
labored. You remember how diligent he was in forming 
schools for the children. A great many schools are wanted, 
because the children cannot travel any distance in that 
country. Even where the houses are situated close to one 
anoUier, they are separated by large and deep ravines, ^md 
rushing mountain torrents, so that you must go round a long 
way to get firom one house to another. In the summer, the 
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poor children cannot come to school at all, as they are at 
work in the fields. Felix Neff therefore established, twen^- 
five years ago, temporary tdnter schools. These schools still 
exist, although they are kept up with great difficulty, as the 
people are very poor. M. Cadoret, an excellent minister at 
Mens, a town in the midst of the district, has just sent us a 
very interesting account of the schools. He says, their 
plan is to place a master in the hamlet for the four winter 
months ; the fathers of families engage to take it by turns 
to board and lodge him, and also to pay him from ten to 
thirty francs. A franc is 18| cents. The school is held in 
a warm stable ; a good layer of fresh straw serves as a car- 
pet ; a long table is set in the middle, and some wretched 
crazy seits are placed round it ; when there are one or two 
maps hung on the damp walls, it is thought a very fine thing 
indeed. The elder and more instructed pupils sit at the 
table, but very little children come too, and they sit on little 
stools, or roll on the straw. The number in each school 
varies from ten to twenty. They remain there all day, and 
even in the night It is true, that sometimes the master and 
pupils go fast asleep ; besides, the bellowing of the cows 
and oxen, the bleating of the sheep, the cackling of the 
chickens, and the crowing of the cocks, mix constantly with 
the master's voice, as though they thought that what they 
have to say is quite as well worth hearing as his lessons ; 
but the children are used to it, and they are very good, and 
dont turn aside to pull the cows' tails, or ride on the sheep's 
backs, or hunt the chickens, as I am afraid some little chil- 
dren would that I know. 

But this good work among the Protestants does not go on 
without opposition ; some Roman Catholic sisters of charity 
have lately come to Mens, and they offer to teach Protestant 
children for nothing. The priests too have established tem- 
porary winter schools in the villages around, on purpose to 
draw the children away from the Protestant teachers. We 
hope our beloved friends will not be discouraged ; we shall 
oflen think of them in the cold season, in their warm sta- 
bles, and on their clean straw, amongst the mountains of the 
Higher Alps, and we shall pray that God may bless them 
and.bring the hearts of the dear children to himself. M. 
Cadoret tells us, that, within the last four years, there has 
been a great religious awakening amongst the young people 
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in these schools. He says he has seen a hundred of them 
meeting together for prayer, and he has heard them pray. 
The children belonging to one of the schools have been 
made the means of converting their master. 

Is not this delightful? but they are very poor. The 
schoolmasters are badly paid ; much more could be done, 
if more money could be raised. 

Dear little readers, money is wanted every where for 
doing good. Oh ! as you grow up into life, carry with you 
this conviction, and let it become deeper and deeper, as 
years roll over your head, that the money you have is not 
your own— that nothing you have is your own — that for 
every thing, you must give an account to God — and that 
the more you deny your own wishes, and abridge your own 
little comforts, for the sake of helping on the cause of Christ 
in the world, tie richer and happier you will be. — Miss, Rtp, 



THE LITTLE GIRL WHO DID NOT FEAR THE 
PISTOLS. 

During the late revival at Oroomiah, Persia, some women 
were assembled for prayer and instruction in an upper room. 
A wicked man, finding that his wife was among them, asked 
his companions to put a stop to this nonsense. But no one 
of them was willing to join him in breaking up the meeting. 
He then got very angry, loaded a pistol, and fired on the 
room where they were. His object was to frighten rather 
than harm them. But even in this he did not succeed ; for 
the timid girl who happened to be speaking at the time, went 
quietly on. The man fired another pistol ; but still the 
gentle voice, urging these poor women to give up their sins 
and flee to Jesus, was heard within. At last in a rage, see- 
ing that he could not frighten them, he went and sat down 
under the window, to learn what was constraining the little 
child to go on, amid these threatenings from without And 
as he listened to her description of the human heart, he 
crept away ashamed from his hiding place, saying to some 



THE YOUTH'S DATSPRINO. 



91 



one who stood by, ** She must have knoum I was ihere^ and 
meant these wards for me ! " 

What gave this girl such boldness ? Read 2 Timothy iv, 
17, and 1 Peter iii. 13, and you will see. Could you be as 
bold ? If not, what is the reason ? 




ARCHBISHOP DYONISIUS. 
This man was one of the first converts among the Arme- 
nians, after our mission was commenced in Syria. He is 
familiarly called Carabet, an Armenian word signifying 
a forerunner. This name was given him by Mr. Goodell, 
at his own request, in the hope that he might be the fore- 
runner of great good to his nation. He spent thirty-six 
years of his life in a convent at Jerusalem, and was for a 
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long time the chief secretary of the household. When 
about fifty years old, he became disgusted with the super- 
stitions of the Armenian church, and leaving one thousand 
dollara' worth of property behind him, which the monks re- 
fused to give up, and residing all his honors out of love to 
the Savior, he turned his back on the convent and came to 
Sidon. There Mr. Goodell found him more than twenty 
years ago, and expounded unto him the way of the Lord 
more perfectly. He was afterwards the instructor of Mr. 
Goodell in the Armeno-Turkish, and assisted him in making 
a translation of the Bible into that language. By his pen 
he has done much to promote the gospel among his country- 
men, many of whom venerate him highly. Among the val- 
uable books he has prepared is a Concordance of the New 
Testament, which is a great aid to those Armenians who 
love the study of God*s word. 

Bishop Dionysius has three interesting and pious children, 
who promise to do much good among their people. He is 
himself now old and grey-headed ; but his hoary head is a 
crown of glory, because found in the way of righteousness. 
For the sake of Christ he gave up alj his honors as an Arme- 
nian Bishop ; and when the Savior comes at the last, he 
will repay him for his sacrifices a hundred fold, and make 
him a king and a priest unto God and his Father forevermore. 



THE LOST TREASURE FOUND. 
A good missionary in Borneo, called Becker, writes : 
At the close of the last year we received from Germany 
a number of school-books in the Dyack language, and 
nothing could exceed the joy which the 'boys showed when 
I took them to the school, and gave to each a copy. It is a 
pleasure to us to see how they value this gift, and how care- 
fully they try to preserve their books from injury. Without 
our recommendation, nearly every one of them has made a 
little basket or bag, in which to keep his treasure safely, in 
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eoming to or goins^ from schooL Some of the boys have to 
cross a rirer to weir homes. Lately four of them sprang 
into a boat which was so small that, before they could reach 
the opposite bank, it filled with water. Three of them, when 
thev got to the shore, shook their jackets and long wet hair, 
and then laughed heartily, for they had saved their spelling' 
books and slates. But the other, who was a new comer, and 
had no basket for his book, remained by the water as still as 
a post, not joining in the mirth of his companions, for his 
book and slate had, as he feared, sunk to the bottom. But 
happily he was mistaken, for, looking around him alter a 
moment's thouj^ht, he saw his book a Tittle way off, floating 
upon the top of the stream, and instantly he plunged in after 
it He seized it, and holding it up above the water, brought 
it joyfully to land. Now, however, he thought of his slate, 
and his joy was checked. The boat was fuB of water, but 
it had not entirely sunk. << Perhaps," he said to himself 
" the slate may still be at the bottom of the boat ; ** so he 
quickly swam to it, and, searching the bottom, found his lost 
treasure. But how can I describe the joy of the poor boy, 
as he shouted, laughed, and, shoving away the shattered 
boat, leaped to the shore ! I could scarcely help laughing 
myself; but a tear of pleasure stole down my cheek as I 
thought what good these boys might one day do to their 
country. May the grace of our Savior be ffiven to them ! 
Pray, young people, that so hopeful a beginning may end in 
their conversion to Christ, and that they may become faith- 
ful servants of his truth, in this dark country ! — Juv* Miss* 
Magazine. 



THE WORLD SHUT OUT AND CHRIST WITHIN . 

Mr. Moffat, some time since, sent home an interesting 
account of a visit he paid to Borigelong, one of his out- 
stations. On the Sabbath that he was Uiere, one hundred 
and fifteen native converts joined with him in partaking of 
the Lord's Supper. It happened that, at the very same time, 
certain heathen ceremomes were being observed by the 
heathen at Borigelong. Outside the little chapel, there 
were shouting, and dancing, and croaking, and grunting, and 
aH kinds of wild noises. Inside, a band of Christians were 
quietly and solemnly seated round the table, on which stood 
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the bread and wine, showing forth the broken body and 
poured out blood of Uieir Savior ; and the sweet hynm roee 
upon their blended voices. 

" VHiY was I made to heiur thy voice, 

Ana enter while there*8 roonx ; 
While thousands make a wretched choicBi 

And rather starve than come ? " 

Here and there, the tear was seen rolling down the dark 
cheek ; and here and there the sigh of gratitude and love, 
or of pity, was heard, as they, who sat within that happy 
Christian fold, listened to the uproar of the wicked idolaters 
without, and thought to themselves, " And such were u>e ! 
but we are washed, but we are sanctified, but we are justi- 
fied, in the name of the Lord Jesus, and by the Spirit of 
our God." After the service was over, Motale said, " These 
poor sinners thought to disturb us with their dance and 
song, and thus to do us evil ; but they have really done us 
good." " How so, Motale ? " asked Mr. Moffat He re- 
plied, *'It made me feel more thankful; and we all feel 
alike, for we were all once as foolish as those poor blind 
heathens." — Afw. Rep, 



CHOCTAW COMPOSITION. 

The following composition " About good scholars," waa 

written by an Indian girl in the lyanube Female Seminaiyi 

Choctaw Nation. 

Good scholars will obey their teacher and study hard to get their 
lesson. But bad scholars will not try to get tlieir Itfsson. They 
will play and ivhisper, and try to do all they can to make their 
teacher sorry. This is wrong. For the Bible tells us we must 
honor every body, that tells us, that is ri^ht. But the wicked we 
must not follow. For every thing that is in the Bible is true, and 
we should believe all that is in it. It was God, that sent us herd, 
that we mi^ht learn to read his holy book. There are some good 
boys and girls, that go to school, and try to improve their time in 
learning. For there are a great many other people, that want to 
send their children to school. When good scholars go to school, 
they will try to learn fast, so when they go home, they will read 
out of the Bible to them that do not know how to read. We come 
to school to learn not to play at school time. When it is school 
time, good children will hurry to school, so as to be at school in 
good season. I have read in one book about one boy, about a 
school boy, that was going to school, and he was tardy, and could 
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not go to school,— And there was a hoat near him, so he thought 
he would go and get in it, and haye a sail along the shore. So ha 
paddle along the shore, as far as the chains could reach ; and he 
played in the water, till he become hungry, and he then began to 
paddle back, but the wind blew yery hard, so he had yery hard 
work to get the boat back In its place, but it blistered his nands. 
After he got out of the boat, it was too late for him to go to school. 
So he thought he would go home, and get his dinner. And he 
thought he would tell a story, if he was ask, why he did not come 
to school. He said his father wanted him to work — And this is a 
yery wrong story. The Bible says God will punish the wicked if 
they do not repent of their sins-— So we must try to do what is 
right A. E. V." 



THE LITTLE MISSIONARY SOCIETY. 

We have just received a little box full of money from 
three children in one familv, to aid in sending the gospel to 
the children of Africa. Their parents have Slowed them a 
small sum for every week they are not noted in school. 
Without naming the fact to others, they have been meeting 
for several months, bringing each week a cent, and spend- 
ing the time in reading about missions. The box contained, 
mostly in cents, one dollar and one cent. These children 
seemed very willing and happy in making this offering to 
the Lord. We hope they will all love the Lord, and trust 
in that blessed Savior whose gospel they wished to be pro- 
claimed to the perishing heatlien. 

Boys and girls, who read the Commission, how many of 
you will do as these three children did ? — The Commission, 



WORTHY OF IMITATION. 

A little boy and girl, brother and sister, belonging to a 
Sunday-school in London, have, for the last two or three 
years, collected for the Christmas Juvenile Offering. Their 
plan has been to divide equally what money they got ; so 
that both brought in the same sum to the Secretary. It 
happened this year that the little girl was ill, so that she 
could not collect her share. The littie boy, however, was 
resolved to supply her lack of service ; and by his diligence 
he obtained nearly double the amount which the two had 
collected last year: this was, as usual, divided between 
them. It was veiy kind of the little boy to let his sister 
fhare the money. 
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The father of this hoy and girl had always given some- 
thing for each of his children, and for these two little col- 
lectors among the rest But this year they told their father 
that they should like to give some of their own money, 
which they had been saving for Christmas ; for they said, 
** We do not consider that we give any thin^, when it is 
given /or us." The father was pleased with weir request, 
and permitted them to do so. Judge of his surprise, when 
they each, of their own free will, gave/owr times the amoutU 
which he had been in the habit of giving on the card for 
them! 

They collected and gave more than ten shillings; and 
great was their delight when they carried it to the Secre- 
tary ; for the little girl had got better, and she went out for 
the first time, after a long illness, on that occasion. — fFes. 
Juv. Off. 

"THE SEED IS THE WORD OF GOD." 

[Selected.] 
Oh ! are we not thankful for Bibles to read,— 
The seed of the kingdom, unperishing seed ? 
And 6hall we not seek that good seed to send forth 
To the East, and the West, and the South, and the North ? 

Oh yes ! where the cold snow of Greenland descends,— 
Where the slave 'neath a western sun wearily bends,— 
Where China's vast wall rises dark to the view, 
Or the Southern Isles gleam *mid the waters so blue ;-* 

Wherever a dear little baby hath smiled, 

Or the heart of a mother hath yearned o'er her child ; 

Wherever mankind have a home or a name. 

The Savior of sinners we long to proclaim ! 

We would send forth the seed and ask God to impart 
His blessing to make it spring up in the heart ; 
But oh ! we would seek while we scatter it round, 
That in cfwr own garden some fruit may be found. 

Dear Savior ! thy smile is like sunshine, which brings 
Life, gladness, and light to earth's beautiful things ;— - 
Oh ! let it to every heart's garden be given, 
And fit us to dwell with our Father in Heaven. 



THE 

YOUTH'S DAYSPRING. 

Toll jult, i860. vo<t. 

THE MAP OP THE WORLD. 

You have often, children; looked at the map of the worldl 
Perhaps you study it at school every day. It is necessary 
for you to do this. Many persons are so ignorant of geog- 
raphy, that they understand very little where missionaries 
go to preach the gospel. India, China, Persia, Turkey, 
Greece, Syria, are all jumhled together in their minds, and 
they hardly know whether they lie north, south, east or west 
Then, too, they know as little ahout the people who live in 
these countries as they do about the countries themselves.. 
All their ideas of missions are as dim and uncertain as ob- 
jects seen in a fog. A man is now mistaken for a guide- 
post, and now a guide-post for a man. Not long ago, a 
missionary from the Nestorians was introduced to a congre- 
gation, as " one who had lived where mothers threw their 
poor little children to the crocodiles ! " And it is sad to 
think that multitudes in America could' not correct such a 
blunder, though perhaps they might not make it themselves; 

Now this ought not to be so. AH who love the Skvior, or 
take the least interest in missions, should make themselves 
well acquainted with the state of the world! If they do 
not, they will not feel for the miseries of the world, nor 
pray as they ought for it, nor give so cheerfully to this good^ 
cause. 
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Perhaps you will find, children, tJiat your own parents are 
%norant about these things. But do not let this discourage 
you. Determine that you will not be ignorant In a few 
years you will grow up to be men and women, and we want 
to have you all warm friends of missions, and far more than 
take the place of those who have gone before you. If yott 
l»ecome wiser than your teachers, you will not be any too 
wise. If you love the Lord Jesus Christ ardently, and do 
all you can to spread his kingdom in the world, you will not 
iove him any too much. Now by taking a little pains every 
"week, and reading bo(^s on missions with a map lying open 
'tm the table, you will by and by make the whole subject 
tamiliac Learn how large the world is, how many coun- 
tries it contains, where they are situated, what kind of peo- 
,ple Ike in them, and, above all, what multitudes of them 
Imow fiothing of that sweet name — the name of Jesus. It 
'will fiot be enough for you to find out tliat such a mountain 
.stands here, and such a river runs there ; that in one part 
^ the world is a great inland sea, and in another a vast 
sandy desert ; that in some desolate regions the people are 
^benumbed with the most piercing cold, live in burrows un- 
<ler ground, and have little to eat except fish and oil ; and 
that in other countries the inhabitants bask beneath sunny 
tskies, and are surrounded by every thing beautiful to the 
-eye, fragrant to the smell, and delicious to the taste. These 
:and a thousand other interesting facts it is pleasant to know. 
And. you ought to know them. But do not be satisfied with 
this. Learn where the gospel has gone with its blessings, 
lieam who the heathen are, and where they are; how 
wretched they live, and how hopeless they die. There is a 
iXMQ) published, in which Christian lands are represented as 
covered with rays of light, while those but half Christian- 
ized are deeply shaded, and those entirely without the gos- 
pel are almost black. Now if you take such a map, you 
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wUl find that a^great portion of the ear^*8 enrface is in mid- 
night darkness. The United States and Great Britain, and 
a few other countries, are what is called enlightened ; hot 
most of the picture is gloomy enou^. A Christian can 
hardly look at it, and not sit down and weep. Missionaries 
have gone into these dark places of the earth, carrying the 
torch of truth and scattering here and there some light 
It is a satisfaction to tliink of this, and to know, as we do 
from the Bible, that the light will increase and spread, till 
the darkness shall all be chased away and eveiy land enjoy 
the brightness of millennial glory. O what a happy world 
will this be, when it is full of the knowledge of the Lord. 

* Then from the craggy mountains 

The sacred shout shall fly ; 
And shady vales and fountains 

Shall echo the reply. 
High tower and lowly dwelling 

Shall send the chorus rounds 
All hallelujah swelling 

III one eternal sound.'* 



• SARAH'S LEGACY. 
The other day, a gentleman came intp the Missionary 
House in Boston, bringing with him a donation of $3,00 for 
the Board. It consisted almost entirely of five-cent pieces, 
and had been treasured up from time to time by a little girl 
whose name was Sarah. She has had 9, spinal complaint 
from her infancy, which confined her year after year to the 
house, and caused her at times dreadiiil pain. But Sarah, 
young as she was, loved the Savior, and showed, in the 
midst of her sufferings, sweet Christian feeling. She took 
a great interest in the Sabbath school and all benevolent 
objects, and by reading books about the heathen, had learned 
to pity their miseries and .longed to do something for their 
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•alvatioii. About two yean ago she a^ed her mother to 
give her little treasure, when she was gone, to bay books 
for the heathen. She lately breathed out her life in Jesos^ 
arms, and is now, without doubt, free from all pain, and % 
happy inhabitant of that world, where no one ever says, " I 
am sick/' Blest spirit ! May many imitate your example 
and share at last your joys. 



GIVE rr TO THE HEATHEN.— THE MSSIONAKT 
BEQUESTS OF TWO CHILDREN. 

[Prom the Foreign Missionarj.] 

The truly affecting letter inserted below was lately 
received from a respected minister of our church, dated 
December 5th, 1849, with the money to which the letter 
refers. It can hardly be read, even by strangers, withool 
tears. To the deeply afflicted parents, however, there must 
be a pure consolation in rememberinff the piety of their 
departed children. We trust thousands of children in our 
congregations will learn a lesson of early benevolence from 
this example. 

Dbab Bbotkeb, — ^I had two little daughters, «• Addie" and 
•* Maggie," the one seven, the other five years old. They were 
all I had. I commenced early to teach them the importance 
of denying tnemselves for the soke of doing good to others. 
ThiB they were perfectly willing and anxious to do, but were 
at a loss for awhile, as their wants and desires were few and 
simple, to know of what to deny themselves in order to make 
money. They finally concluded, however, to give up the use 
of butter, of which they were very fond, as an article ai food* 
for which I agreed to pay them a picayune (half dime) each, 
for every two weeks' abstinence. Tney adhered rigidly to 
this course of self-denial, for which I paid them punctually^ 
whenever it was due, each a little shining five-cent piece, la 
the course of months they accmnulated a little purse, out of 
which, nevertheless, they had made several appropriations : 
one to the Bible Society, one to the Sabbath school, and one 
to assist a brother in paying for breaking a neighbor's window, 
which, in order to make him careful in the use of his ball« I 
told him he must pay out of his own purse, accumulated in 
file same way. 
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During the raTages of the dreadful peatQence last summei^ 
thej both died in the same week, each after a few hours' HI* 
ness, and both gave the most cheering and undoubted evi- 
dence of the faithfulness of a covenant-keeping God. They 
had no fears of death, but had clear and fiill apprehension <^ 
the blessedness of going and being with Jesus. 

Little ** Maggie" died first, and whilst struggling in the 
agonies of death, she was asked what should be done with 
her money, she whispered, *< Give it to the heathen ; " but 
fearing that she was not distinctly heard, she summoned all 
her strength, and spoke aloud, *<Give it to the heathen." 
Little i* Addie," also, in her dying moments, was asked the 
same question, and gave the same answer, ** Give it to the 
heathen." 

In obedience, therefore, to their dying bequests, I send you 
their little purses, containing fifteen half-dunes each. It haa 
cost us pain and even tears to part with these little memorials, 
which their own darling fingers have handled and so often 
counted over, and we have l^en tempted to retain them and 
send other money in their place. But this we cannot consent 
to do ; since it cost them self-denial to obtain them, so in like 
manner we will also endure self-denial in parting with them. 
May the Lord bless the offerings — and in heaven may it ba 
aeen that they have accomplished good. Had I known that 
my little darlings would have been taken from me so soon, I 
should have rewarded their self-denial more liberally. 

I remain your brother in the gospel, sincerely and truly. 



THE MISSIONARY BRIDGE. 

The Missionary Bridge ! What can that be ? Can any 
bridge be built which can help our dear missionaries to get 
over the wide seas and rivers which separate them from so 
many countries ? Yes, dear children ; and perhaps you will 
be surprised when I tell you that the bridge is a little one, 
built by little boys, with no other tools than little wooden 
spades. The history of it is this. 

Three little boys were last July at a sea-bathing place in 
Yorkshire, where the children find great amusement in dig- 
ging on the sands. They sallied forth one fine morning 
with Uieir spades, and finding a stream lefi; by the ebbing 
tide, rather too wide and too deep to be agreeably crossed 
on foot, they built a bridge of stones and sand, over which 
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many persons, taking their morning walk, were glad to pass^ 
«nd smilingly asked the little builders if they did not take 
toll; to which they civilly replied, "No." But the next 
day the idea was suggested that the bridge might *be called 
a Missionary Bridge, and a toll of one halfpenny requested 
of any who were willing to aid the missionar}' cause. The 
little boys were delighted to find their pleasant employraeot 
might assist in canying the precious gospel to heathen 
lands. A nice bright blue bag was quickly made, and fas- 
tened to the top of a stick about a jrard high, and, thus 
equipped, the little laborers again set out to rebuild what 
the tide had washed away. 

Tlje bridge built, and tlie st'ck and bag reared up in the 
sand at one end of it, some of the company kindly encour- 
aged the little boys, and slipped their halfpence into tlie 
bag. One lady, though quite a stranger, gave them such 
kind looks and words, that she won tlie hearts of the little 
boys at once : they were sure she loved Jesus and the mis- 
sionaries. The whole of their work, however, was not quite 
so smooth and pleasant. Some were quite indifferent ; and 
one spoke so disrespectfully of the cause in which they were 
engaged, that the hearts of the little boys were wounded ; 
but Sie kind lady had told them never to be ashamed of the 
missionary work, for it is the work of Christ; and that, 
whether young or old, all must expect to meet with some 
difficulties, if they would serve Him who took up his cross 
to serve and save us. 

The varying tides, and other circumstances, only allowed 
of the Missionary Bridge hh'ms built three times during 
their stay ; on which occasions they received the sum of 5#. 
Id. from those who passed over it. Small as this may ap- 
pear, their Missionary Bridge may, with God's blessing, be 
the means of conveying some of the richest treasures to 
perishing souls. If it help over one precious Bible, who 
can tell what great and glorious things may be accom- 
plished ? 

Time cannot tell : Eternity will reveal it. And may it 
be tn tke Lord for a name^ for an evfrlnstinst .tij^n that 9hatt 
iMt be cut off. We know that He will not despise the feeble 
efforts of little children, but will say of tliem, as He did of 
Mary, when she poured the ointment on His blessed head» 
•^ They have done what they could." — Ch» Miss* Juv. Insin 
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THE SIAVB WHO WANTS A GOD. 

An Armeman in Smyrna has a yoong Afirican slave of 
good abilities, who has acquired considerable knowledge of 
the Armenian and French languages and of accounts, 
though he can read or write very little. Not long ago he 
said to his master, ^* Master, I have no God to pray to. I 
am neither Mohammedan, Jew nor Christian. I want a God 
to pray to." His master mentioned the subject to his friends 
and something was said about having him taught the Homan 
Catholic system. But one of these friends replied, *' As yo« 
are going to give him a religion, make him a Protestant at 
once, and done with it." To this his master had no objec- 
tion, and so Mr. Riggs, our missionary in Smyrna, who 
gives the account, was asked to become his teacher. When 
the slave came, Mr. Riggs had a long conversation with 
him. He is perfectly black and seems to have been brought 
from tlie interior of Africa, and is doubtless from a heathen 
country, though he can give no account whatever of the re- 
ligion of his people. When Mr. Riggs asked him whether 
they worshiped one God or many, he said he should think 
many, though he was so young when brou^t from his na- 
tive country, he could not certainly tell. 

To the inquiry what led him to desire a God, he could 
only say, " I feel a desire for a God to worship." Mr. Riggs 
invited him to come regularly for instruction, and hopes to 
be able to guide him to that Savior in whom th^re is neither 
" Barbarian, Scythian, bond nor free." Col. iii. 11. 

How interesting the case of this poor African. Perhaps 
God permitted him to be kidnapped and sold and brought to 
Smyrna, that he might learn the way of salvation. Who 
knows but he may, by and by, go to the home of his fathers, 
a converted, educated man, to establi^ a mission and spread 
the light of the gospel in the heart of Africa ? Will yoa 
not pray, children, that many such teachers for the black 
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man may be raised up, and the delightful promise be ful- 
filled, *< Ethiopia shall soon stretch out her hands unto 
God?" 




MISSION HOUSE AT BEIRI&T IN SYRIA. 
The mission grounds at Beirikt lie just outside of the 
walls, near the south-west comer of the city, and consist of 
three separate terraces, one above another, as they recede 
from the city. The house stands on the third and highest 
terrace, and from its flat roof commands one. of the finest 
Tiews in the world. Looking down upon city, and sea, and 
smiling suburbs, the delighted eye wanders over scattered 
groups of oriental cottages embosomed in mulberry orchards, 
rising range above range, southward and eastward, until the 
swelling hills and rocky ramparts and snow-capped summit 
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of ** sainted Lebanon ^ complete and close the picture. The 
house is built of stone, three stories high, and fronts the 
east Under the arch, behind the cypress tree, may be seen 
many cannon balls imbedded in the wall. These balls fell 
on the premises during the bombardment of Beirt^t by the 
English in 1840. Some of them passed through the house ; 
but the missionaries were all on board of one of our ships 
of war, which had been kindly sent to protect them in that 
time of danger. 

The basement of this house is occupied by the printing 
press and the native chapel. Useful books and tracts are 
published Uiere, and there, too, the missionaries preach the 
gospel both to tlie Arabs and to Europeans and Americans 
who live in Beirut The upper part is occupied by one of 
the mission families. 

On the north-west comer of the same terrace is a room 
built by some benevolent persons in that part of the world 
for a female school. Directly east of this, on the middle 
terrace, are some magazine and store-rooms; and in one 
part of these buildings lives the venerable bishop Carabet, 
whose likeness you have seen in the last Dayspring. He is 
very feeble, and does not expect to live many days more. 
The window of his room opens upon the third terrace, which 
is the burial-place of the American mission. There lies 
the body of the beloved missionary, Fisk, the pioneer and 
founder of the S3nian mission. Plain white slabs also 
inform the visitor that Mrs. Smith, Mrs. Hebard, Mrs. Wol- 
cott, and many other dear friends and sweet babes were 
there gathered to their long repose, and in Uiat retired and 
secure retreat await in hope the summons of the resurrec- 
tion mom. It is a sweet and solemn spot There many a 
tear falls and thence many a prayer ascends, and the serene, 
calm countenance of the returning visitant speaks of com- 
munion with God and thoughts of heaven. 



106 



•THE TOUTHS DATSPRINft. 




HOUSES OF THE ZULUS IN SOUTH AFRICA. 
My Dear Young Friends,— This collection of Zulu huts is called 
a kraal. The circular fences are high and strong, and the entrances 
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are firmly barred at night, with the long poles jou see lying by 
them, to keep out wild animals. The inner enclosure is for their 
cattle, which they always drive into it at sundown. 

The number of huts in a kraal is not always the same. Some- 
times there ^re twenty, but not generally more than eight or ten. 
They are made by cutting long sticks, bending them hemispheri- 
cally with the ends fastened in the ground, and coyering them with 
mud and long grass. When finished, their appearance is some- 
what like small flat hay-stacks. They are designed to be so tight 
and hard, that the rain cannot penetrate them, and no wild beasts 
have been known to destroy them except elephants. They are six 
feet high, and the opening at the base, about two feet, is just large 
enough for them to crawl in on their hands and knees. The floors 
are of clay, pounded very hard. There is a small hollow place in 
the centre, in which they build their fire and cook their food, and 
around which they sit, huddled together, eating, drinking, smok- 
ing and chatting incessantly. Their beds consist of mats made of 
reeds, low wooden stools for pillows, and blankets or skins for cov- 
erings. Their household furniture is scanty. A few wooden 
spoons, an earthen pot for boiling com, and calabashes for milk 
and water, constitute the whole. 

And now, perhaps, you would like to hear about the people who 
live in these miserable dwellings. They are, as you will imagine, 
pitiable objects. The greater part of them go almost entirely des- 
titute of clothing, and they are addicted to many vices which ren- 
der them disgusting to every virtuous person. As in all heathen 
countries, so here, the females are much more degraded than the 
men, and are considered by them as little better than slaves. Poor 
Zulu women ! it makes my heart ache to think of their miserable 
condition. They are compelled to perform all the hard work, such 
as digging, planting, harvesting, and carrying burdens. Almost 
every day, this season, I have seen numbers of the women on the 
hills, hard at work from morning till night, with their " picks " or 
heavy hoes, while the men are hunting, sleeping, or lounging. 

I think if you could once see the children of a Zulu kraal, your 
hearts would be touched with pity. Scarcely any care is tsken of 
them by their parents. "When the mother goes to her work in the 
field, if disposed, she takes her infant on her back ; but if not, as 
is generally the case, she leaves it suspended in a sack upon the 
back of a child, not more than seven or eight years old ; and thus 
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It is carried about all day. Only yesterday you might hare setn 
tour girls, the youngest about five years old and the eldest seven, 
coming towards the missionary's house, each with an infant on her 
back. They said they would like to live with the missionary, but 
could not, because they had to take care of the younger children. 
This, my dear friends, is heathenism ; but the gospel can effect a 
great change, and is doing it. I should love to tell you about the 
few who have listened to its teachings, and tried to obey them ; 
about the pretty little houses some of them have built, and their 
desire to become civilized and live in a Christian manner ; what 
sacrifices they are compelled to make ; and many things which I 
have not time for now. And then I would ask you all to pray 
earnestly, that all these heathen children may become true ChriS'^ 
tians, — ^lambs of Christ's flock, — and encourage you to make every 
exertion in your power to send them the gospel, and missionaries 
to teach them the way of salvation. 

Your true friend, J. T. 

Port Natal, South Africa, Nov, 17, 1849. 



THE GODS OF INDIA. 



The serpent, the cow, the kite, the monkey, all these and 
many, many otJiers, are the gods of India. The earth itself 
is a goddess ; and in the spring, Mr. Arthur, a missionaiy in 
that country, used to hear frightful noises about the fielcte at 
night, proceeding from the agricultural laborers who were 
offering sacrifices to her. In the Goomsoor country, it is 
usual to offer a human victim in sacrifice to the earth. A 
wretched man is tied to a post, and, surrounded by a great 
many others, each armed with a knife, at a given signal, 
they all rush upon him ; and without stunning him first, or 
killing him at once, each man cuts from his person, as large 
a piece as he can get in the struggle, and runs off to divide 
it among the people of his village, who hasten to bury it 
in their fields, while it is yet warm. Oh! how sad and 
fearful a thing it is to lose sight of God, and wander in the 
darkness of idolatry ! " The dark places of the earth are 
full of the habitations of cruelty." 

Not the earth alone, — the sun is a god ; the moon is a 
>d ; the sea is a god ; the winds, the clouds, the rainbow, 
.ese are all go£. The banyan tree, the margosa, and 
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Other trees and herbs, are gods. The shalagr^ma, a black 
schistous stone, is worshiped as a god. The Hindoos say, 
that one of the wives of their ^od Vishna was metamor- 
phosed into a plant, and that Vishnu, to show his affection, 
himself took tiie form of this black stone, in order to keep 
by her side, f^rom that time they have worshiped the shal- 
agr^Una. 

And these are the gods of Goobbee ! Miserable things 
indeed! What could they teach us? How could they 
comfort us in the liour of death? My little readers, be 
tlumkfiil that you are pointed to another God — the God of 
the Bible. But is he your God ? Do you serve him ? Do 
you love him ? If not, you are no better off than the Hin- 
doos. — Mi$9. Rep. 



LOVE OF THE BIBLE. 



The Rev. T. Humberstone was naturally of a generous 
disposition ; but when he was about six years old, a fit of 
selfishness seemed to seize him, so that he saved up every 
penny of his pocket-money like a little miser. At length, 
naving got a certain sum, he told his friends that now he 
had enough to buy his great wish, and at once he set off, as 
they supposed, to buy some new toy. But in a little while 
he returned, his countenance bright with ioy, and, unpack- 
ing a parcel which he had brought under nis arm, he cried, 
to their great surprise, as he took off the covering, << Now I 
have it ; my oum too ! Oh how I have longed for one of my 
own i ^ It was a new Bible. — Juv, Miss, Mag, 



THE LIBERAL GIFT. 



In a church in the country of the Chiroquois, in North 
America, the missionary made a collection amongst the 
members of his flock, who were all poor, which was to be 
devoted to the work of missions. A young man, poor in 
this world's riches, for he did not even possess a change of 
clothes, but rich in piety and zeal, put down his name on the 
list as a subscriber of twenty-five pence. When the time 
came for him to pay, he was quite destitute of money ; he 
being without work, and for some time had only just been 
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aWe to provide himself with food. What ehotdd he do ? A 
good excuse for not fulfilling his engagement wai not want- 
ing. But no ; he learns that at another sdtdement, abont 
forty-fivfe miles off, there was work to be had, and that the 
work-people were paid in money. He immediately set off 
on foot, ewom across two rivers, offered his services to the 
people, worked hard till he gained the small sum he was in 
need of, and returned in the same manner, happy and con- 
tented, to give it into the missionary's hands. Here was, 
indeed, an offering of some value ; it wa« outwardly small, 
but it was nevertheless not overlooked by Him who pre- 
ferred the widow's mite to the rich gifts of the great one of 
the earth. Do you give for missionary purposes, dear read- 
ers, as much in proportion as this young Indian ? — ChUdrtn^i 
Miss. Mag. 



BLACK EYES AND BLUE EYES. 

At Ningpo, in China, where Miss Aldersey keeps a school 
for little Chinese girls, mothers are afraid to send their chil- 
dren to her ; and what do you think is the reason ? Why, 
they say that Miss Aldersey wants the children to take out 
their eyes, which are very Mack, and send them as presents 
to her friends in England, to whom they are very valuable ; 
as they say the EngUsh have all blue eyes, with which, of 
course, it is impossible to see I'^fVts. Juv. OJMng, 



THE BLIND NEGBESS. 



A blind negro woman of the west coast of Africa, was 
asked whether she knew Jesus, when she made the follow- 
ing reply :— " If I were to say I know him, I fear I should 
speak an untruth ; for I do not know him as I ought to know 
him. But, if I were to say I know him not, this would also 
be wrong, for I feel his presence in my heart" 

She was then asked, whether it was not a ffreat grief to 
her that she could not read the Bible, when sne answered : 
" I can read it through the eyes of otiiers ; my sister read3 
to me portions of God's word, and I feel my heart strength- 
ened, and light comes into my mind, as the sun rises or 
bursts through a cloud. It looks like a stranger coming and 
knocking at my door in a dark night, and I arise and let him 
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in, but find he is no stranger, for he speaks the words, and 
bnngs the comfort I have had before. Again she said, ^ I 
think I only know in part, but I shall know Jesus altogether 
when I die and go to his house above.'* — Juv. Miai* Mag. 



A HINDOO'S CUMOSITY. 

A nnssionary in India gives the following pleasing ac- 
count of the ciuiosity of some Hindoos who came to see 
him: 

Every thing in the house was a curiosity. A Hindoo 
thinks his house very comfortably fnmished, when his four 
walls have a roof to them, and a floor, and contain a few 
water-pots, and cooking-pots, a pestle and mortar to pound 
rice with, a hand-mill, and a mat for a bed. The table, in 
the house of the foreigners, was the first Uiinff that attracted 
the notice of the Hindoos. What could it be for ? Why 
could not they place their food on their knees, as the Hindoos 
did ? Amongst the chief wonders was a watch. Some of 
them had heard of such a. thing before, and craved a sight 
of it. They eyed it at a distance, bent down their ear to 
listen to its ticking, just as a little child would do, then ven- 
tured to take it in their hand, and turned it over and over, 
and looked at it before and behind, uttering many exclama- 
tions of surprise. " How does it know the time ? " they 
asked. " How long will it live ? " They were very much 
astonished, when Siey were told that it was not alive. 
" Look at it,*' they cried ; " it moves ; listen to it, it speaks ; 
how can any thing move and speak, if it is not alive ? " — 
JIftffff. Repos, 



"SAID" AND "DONE." 



Once upon a time , on a Sunday afternoon, a lad was so 
lazy in his motions that he did not get to the church-door 
till the congregation were coming out, and he said to the 
first man he met, 

"What! is it aU done?" 

" No," said the man, " it's all saidy but I'm thinking it 
will be a long time before it will be all done,^ 
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PASSING AWAY. 

[Selected.] 

I am passing away, sighed the blushing rose. 

As it clung to its parent stem ; 
liy companions dear have all passed away; 

And I am fading like them. 
I am passing away, the bud replied— 

And its look was sweet and gay ; 
But ere its tones had died on the breeie 

It was snatched from the stem away» 

I am rushing past, cried the rolling stream^ 

And I lingered awhile to hear 
The murmurs sweet of its dying waveii 

Fall softly on my ear. 
I am passing away,, said the rivulet, 

As It gently wandered on ; 
I am going fast, adieu to all— > 

A moment, and I am gone. 

The birds sang sweet in the shady grove ; 

Their songs were wild and gay ; 
Tet they seemed to speak in an under-tone) 

We soon shall pass away. 
I looked again, but I heard no song 

From the birds that had warbled there ; 
Old Boreas came with a mighty blast, 

And left that grove all bcure. 

The soft \vind fanned my burning cheek. 

And I sighed that I could not stay ; 
For a moment it lingered to cool my brow, 

Then passed like a dream away. 
All things around me seemed to speak 

To my heart of their certain doom, 
As they wended their way, with tearful eytti 

To the dark and silent tomb. 

All things are destined to depart ; 

Flowers have their time to fade ; 
The fairest forms all pass away, 

To slumber with the dead. 
E'en earth and heaven shall pass away— 

God's word shall live alone, 
liinked by the cords of love and truth 

To his eternal throne. 
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THE 

YOUTH'S BAYSPRING. 

YoLL ATTOTTST, 1850. 90.8. 

HOW MUCH DO I THINK OF THE HEATHEN ? 

There are a great many things to think about in this> 
world. Even children and youth have tlieir minds wide 
awake ; and that which they desire most, and love most, 
they will always be certain to think most about Suppose 
your father were to tell you that after a w6ek he was going 
to take you in the cars, or steamboat, to see your grand* 
mama, or your aunt, or some other very near and dear rela- 
tive ; or to see some famous place. Don't you know that 
all the week you would hardly think of any thing else. 
Why ? Because you are very fond of traveling, and espe- 
cially of making a journey in the rapid and thundering car& 
or on the fine steamboat ; and because you are sure of hav- 
ing a great deal of enjoyment in visiting uncles and aunts 
and cousins. This is all very natural. No one can object 
to it. But have you neve^ any thing better to think of and 
delight in than this ? You understand what enjoyment in. 
play means, and enjoyment in traveling, and in visiting 
friends, and in reading interesting story-books ; — but have 
you ever felt any thing of the luxury of doing good to 
others ? If you have not, it isr a pity you should not find 
out that there is no enjoyment like it in this world. The 
other kinds of enjoyment mentioned are selfish, but this i& 
purely benevolent They soon become tiresome and we 
8 
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aeek something new, but this is alwajrs fresh and sonl<- 
satisiying. 

You know how very ignorant and degraded the heathen 
are, and how miserable their condition is for this world and 
the next. Now if you do all you can to save them, and do 
it oat of love to thera, and not that others may commend 
you and say, "What a self-denying, good cliild this is," 
then you will have a purer enjoyment than comes from any 
amusement whatever. This is the luxury of doing good. 
If you really love to do good to the heathen, you will think 
a great deal about them, and be contriving ways of doing 
them good ; and the more you love to make them happy, 
the more you will have them in yoiu* thoughts. 

And now, how do you think this will lead you to act ? 
You will be very anxious to read all you can about the 
heathen, and learn what good people are doing to deliver 
them from their present misery and make them happy. And 
then you will love very much to go to all the meetings of 
the Juvenile Missionary Association, and you will do all in 
your power to keep the association alive, and make it use- 
ful. And when you get any money, you will not go off 
thoughtlessly and spend it for your own gratification ; but 
yon will first think whether you had better purchase this or 
that article with it, or give it to the missionary society to 
send the gospel to the heathen. And yon will not forget to 
pray to God that he may bless the exertions of his people, 
and bring all the heathen to know him, and Jesus Christ 
whom he has sent as the only Savior of sinners. 

There are a great many b<^ and girls, and young men 
and young women, — to say nothing now of the older ones, 
— who never think any thing of the heathen, except when 
some missionary agent comes along, or some other person 
talks about the subject The heathen are a great way off, 
and there are a great many objects nearer home to interest 
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liMir imnds. And whenever they do think on the si^ject, 
they hope somebody will take good care of the poor hea- 
then, but they have got other bnsiness in hand. But sop- 
pose all should talk and feel and reason in this way, — when 
woidd the heathen have the gospel ? And why have not all 
others the same ri^t to stop thinking and caring for the 
heathen, that you have ? 

O remember that the real miseries of heathenism are not 
any less because you do not think about them. You may care 
nothing about it, but yet millions are bowing down to horrid 
images of wood and stone and metal ; parents are throwing 
their children into the fire, or water, or burying them alive ; 
men are devouring one another; and there is a constant 
stream of polluted heathen souls pouring into the abyss of 
hell. Your not thinking of these things does not alter one 
of the features in the mournful picture, or make the condi 
tion of the heathen who are " without God and without hope 
in the world " any more tolerable. Will you not, then, try 
to make their case yours. Try to imagine how much you 
would want others to tliink and labor for your rescue, if you 
were in their condition, and go and do likewise. 



HOW I SHOULD LEKE TO BE A MIS8I0NAKY. 

This has been said by many a boy after he had read some 
interesting book on missions, or heard some interesting sto- 
ries of what God is doing in heathen lands, from the mouth 
of some returned missionary. But althoiigh it may be a 
very honest and even noble feeling, at the time, that prompts 
to the exclamation, yet is there not reason to fear it is often 
founded on a mistaken view of what the work of a mission- 
ary really is ? There is one way in which all our young 
readers may try themselves and know whether they have the 
tme missionary spirit, as it is called ; or in other words, a 
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troe desire of doing good to their fellow-men for Chiist^s 
■ake. There are, to say the least, as many difficulties in 
the way of doing good to the heathen, as of doing good to 
people here in America. If you should go as a miasionaiy 
to any heathen land, you would not find it any more ea^ 
wOTk.to persuade them to loye and obey Christ, than you do 
now, to persuade your school-mates and companions. But 
are you doing all you can for the salvation <^ those who are 
now immediately around you ? If not, what would be the 
use of your becoming a missionary ? 



THE HEATHEN BOY'S THOtTGHT* 
Mr. Armstrong had been preaching to the people in Haiku 
four days in succession, and late at night, as he was sitting 
in his grass cottage and dozing, he felt a soft hand patting 
him on his knee. On waking, he saw a little boy about ten 
years of age seated on the mat near him, and having a very 
anxious look. Mr. A. asked him hisbusiness. Said he, " I 
have a thought" " What is your thought ? " " This is my 
thought I have to-day found out th^at I am very wicked, 
and I am afraid of God's anger.'* " What sin is it that 
distresses you so much ? " " It is this : I never loved the 
Savior, who has loved me so long and so much. This is 
what makes me afraid. You told us to-day that those who 
do not love the Savior will be damned in hell forever. Then 
I saw my sin, and I was afraid ; for I have not loved hiuL" 
He seemed very solemn, and said he was determined to love 
and serve the Redeemer. 

If it had not been for the missionaries who went to the 
Sandwich Islands, this little heathen boy would never have 
known that there is a Savior who can be loved, and who is 
ready to save all that come unto him. Who knows but he 
may y6t preach that Savior whom now he desires to love 
and serve, to thousands of his countrymen ? 



THE youth's DAT«¥BIR«. 



117 




DANCING BOY OF BENGAi. 

There etc many dtmcing boys in Itidia, This is a picture 

of one* They are generally dressed in fine colored muslin, 

with a roll of silver tissue wound aeveral times amund their 

waist The border of the skirts, the sleeves and the neck 
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have a broad silver ribbon seired upon the muslin, which 
makes quite a show. On the feet are hung little bells that 
keep up a constant tinkling as they walk or dance, and on 
the wrists are bracelets of silver and gold. Thus dressed 
out in their finery, they go from place to place, attend wed- 
dings and feasts, and earn their bread by dancing for the 
people. They wear gay clothes, but for all that they are 
very miserable objects, for they learn every sort of wicked- 
ness in the school of Satan. They have not a good home 
like yours, nor a pious mother, wxr a Bible to read, nor a 
Sabbath school to go to. They do not know that Jesus died 
to save them. They never heard his kind voice saying, 
" Come unto me." And this is true of millions of children 
in India. Here and there one has been taught the way of 
life by the missionaries. A few children, who have died in 
that land, have gone to heaven. They have joined that 
company of little ones who are gathered from every country 
into the fold of the Redeemer above, and are led by him 
into green pastures and along the banks of the river of life. 
But almost all in India perish without hope. Does not your 
heart burn with pity for them, and will you not help the 
missionaries who are laboring there with your money ? will 
you not pray, too, that God will bless all they say to little 
heathen children, so that a great multitude of them may 
come to Christ and be saved ? 



WHO^ WILL SEND A BIBLE TO THE HEATHEN? 

Some people do not seem to believe that the mind of a 
blinded jagan can be interested and instructed by the mere 
reading of the word of God. They think that there is no 
hope of doing him good except through a living preacher, 
who must sit down by his side and teach him first to think, 
and then gradually unfold to him the Christian system, and 
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after a long tin^ he maf perhaps become wise unto salva- 
tion. Now it is veiy certain from the Bible itself, that, as a 
general thing, the living preacher is necessary as an instru- 
ment ; but many are the examples in which the mere read- 
ing of the Bible has been blessed to the salvation of heathens, 
who had never heard the preacher's voice. A Chinaman, in 
Singapore, came to Dr. Parker, who was then on his way to 
Canton, and asked for medical advice. The doctor, after 
examining his case, told him that it was very likely he would 
never recover, but die of the disease he then had. ** I am 
not afraid to die," said the Chinaman, " I believe in Jesus." 
" Who told you of Jesus ? " asked Dr. P., surprised that he 
should know the Savior. " No man told me," was the re- 
ply ; *< I saw that book which tells of Jesus, and I read, and 
believed." Tf this man was a true bdiever and prepared to 
die, who can estimate how much that copy of the New Tes- 
tament was worth to him ! And would not the reader be 
willing to part with a great deal of mere temporary enjoy- 
ment, in order to save money to purchase a Bible that majr 
be the means of raising a heathen from hell to heaven ! 



WE'LL GIVE FBEELY. 



The following v^ses were written by the Superintendent of 
a Sabbath school, the members of which contribute Uberally 
every week to the cause of missions. 

The little we offer from week unto week. 
Is nothing compared with the bounty we seek, 
For those who are fainting for want of the bread. 
With which the disciples of Jesus are fed. 

The earth and its fullness beloBg to the Lord, 
And no one shall perish who trusts in his word ; 
Then steadily, cheerfully, freely I'll give, 
80 long as my Maker allows me to live. 



no 
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ALEPPO. 

Mr. Yan Lennep, one of our missionaries in Constantinople, 
wlio yisited Aleppo some time ago, has furnished for the read- 
ers of the Dayspring a sketch of the city with the following 
description : 

Aleppo is the largest city in Syria next to Bamasctis. It 
lies directly ei^t of the ancient Seleucia on the Mediterranean, 
and nearly a hundred miles distant from it. It is also in the 
same direction from Antioch, where ** the disciples were called 
Christians first." It lies in the desert, and is built upon a 
stream that comes down from the hills at the foot of Mt. Tau- 
rus, and empties itself in a lake some two days' journey to the 
south-east, called the Salt Lake, or Valley of Salt, where Da- 
vid fought one of his battles. (2 Kings, xiv. 7.) Gardens are 
planted on both sides of the river, which is from fifteen to 
twenty feet in width. These gardens are beautifully shaded 
with trees of various kinds, among which the one which bears 
the pistachio nut is interesting for its rarity as well as the 
beauty and savor of its fruit. The city is surrounded by a 
wall. In the very centre is a hill, in the shape of an oblong, 
wliose steep sides were once covered with flat stone, and were 
sorrounded by a ditch. The summit is strongly fortified. 
The ancient name of the place was Helbon, But the Arabs 
pretend it derived the appellation of Aleppo, or Hal^p in Ara- 
bic, from the word Haleep, milk ; because " Abraham used to 
milk his covfs on the top of the hill " / Aleppo is noted for the 
beauty of its public buildings, its mosques and khans, and 
even its private houses, all of which are of stone, and many 
of them highly tasteful. But earthquakes have thrown down 
many of its most graceful structures ; and rents are frequently 
seen in some of the most solid of them. The city is mainly 
sustained by a carrying trade with Persia ; but this has greatly 
diminished since the introduction of steamers into the Black 
Sea. Its vicinity to places of resort of the wandering Arabs 
renders its neighborhood unsafe. The hills on every side 
abound with caves, some of them of great depth ; they are 
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the resort of robbers and dealers in contraband goods. The 
aoeompanyiJig sketch is taken from the mouth of one of the 
c«ves* The foreground of the picture represents the gardens ; 
beyond them lies the citj from the very centre of whieh riees 
the hill which is surmounted by the AreopoUs. 

Al^po is a missionary station. It has been ocoufned for 
ibout -two years by Messrs. Ford and Benton» ^ho meet with 
much encouragement in their labors among the Arabs. There 
are also Armenians in the city, some of whom haye embraced 
the gospeL 



THE GREAT OBJECTION OF THE HEATHEN TO 
CHRISTIANITY. 

Mr. Allen, of the Bombay mission, said in 1834, that the 
greatest objection he had to meet from the mouths of the 
heathen to Christianity was, how a religion revealed so long 
ago, and of such infinite importance as it professed to be, 
should not have been made known to the people of India 
before. What answer can we give ? And let all the chil- 
dren and youth who read this publication remember that this 
question is growing more and more difficult to answer, the 
longer we wait It is to be hoped that many of our readers 
may be permitted, in the providence of God, to go and 
answer this objection of the heathen in person. Yes, go 
and tell them that your fathers were very neglectiU of their 
duty, and you have come to make amends ; that the fault 
was not of Christianity, but of those who professed Chris- 
tianity. 



A HEATHEN CHILD'S OPINION OF GOD'S GIFTS. 

The question was proposed to some Hottentot children 
who were in a course of education at a mission station, 
" Do we possess any thing that we have not received of 
God ? " A little girl about five years old immediately an- 
swered, " Yes, sir, — sin." 
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CHINA. 

On the 14th of October, 1829, a large i^p #ks seen 
moving majestically oat of the harbor of New York, with 
the stripes and stars at "the peak," and a blue flag at 
'< mast head,'' with a large capital R in the centre. This 
was the ship Roman, Captain Lavender. She was owned 
by Messrs. Oliphant & Co. of New York, and was bound 
on a very long voyage. Many good people felt a deep 
interest in her, and put up many prayers that fair winds 
might carry her swiftly on her way, and bring her in safety 
to her destined port She was going to Canton, in China, 
which is quite on the other side of tlie globe, and would re- 
quire probably four months or more to make the passage. I 
think there are few young readers of the Dayspring who 
would not get very tired, if they were to be shut up in the 
narrow bounds of a vessel four long months ; and yet we 
hope many of them would be willing to suffer a great deal 
more hardship than this, in order to do good to others. 

Now, in this vessel there were two missionaries going te 
preach the gospel to the Chinese ; and it was for this reason 
that the good people thought so much of her, and prayed so 

|uch for God's protecting care over her. These missiona- 
were Mr. Bridgman and Mr. Abeel. Mr. Abeel went 
out first as preacher to the American and English seamen in 
the port of Canton, but afterwards became a missionary to 
the Chinese; and when he had labored many years very 
faithfully for their salvation, he came home and died. He 
was a very good man, and he lived only to do good ; and 
when his time came to die, he was veiy willing and happy 
to go, for he knew he was going to be forever with the 
Lord. 

The missionaries were just four months and six days on 
the water ; and when they landed in Canton, they found only 
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one Protestant missionary in the whole country, and that 
was tlie venerable Dr. Morrison from England. They had 
very pBasant intercourse with him, and with one another, 
in their new lodgings in the house of the American consular 
agent ; but they said, " Without, all is dark as midnight. 
The whole city is given to idolatry. Every where are the 
temples, and altars, and offerings, and votaries of strange 
gods." How very sad they must have felt . to see so many 
millions of people, all strangers to the Lord Jesus Christ, 
and having nobody to teach them the way of life. In China 
it is supposed there are more than three hundred millions of 
people, all of whom were at that time Jftolaters ; and the 
missionaries had come to persuade them to throw away their 
old religion, and the religion of their fathers, and receive 
the religion of foreigners whom they despised and hated ! 
What hope was there of success? Mr. Bridgman said, 
about that time, in a letter, " We have great need of faith, 
and of the constant and fervent prayers of our Christian 
friends. Three or four native Christians in China, Mr. 
Gutzlaff on the coast bound in the Spirit to Pekin, six or 
eight missionaries at the Straits, and at Bangkok, and our- 
selves here, constitute but a feeble band, ridiculous in the 
world's eye, going to convert China ! " ^ 

At that time foreign merchants were permitted to reside 
and do business only at Canton, and it seemed necessary 
that missionaries, too, should shut themselves up in that city, 
unless they chose to put on the dress and appearance of a 
native, like Mr. Gutzlaff, and thus travel in the interior. By 
the providence of God, however, five different sea-ports have 
since been opened for foreign trade, and missionaries may 
live at any of them and travel almost where they please. 
The government does not Uy to keep the people from going 
to hear the missionaries preach. There are about twenty 
missMHiaries and assistant missionaries now in China under 
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the oare of the American Board, stiitioned at three cities,-*- 
Canton, Amoy, and Fuh-chau. And besides these, there 
are a great many other missionaries from America and Eng- 
land and Germany, at the different ports. The people seem 
very ready, and sometimes anxious to hear preaching ; and 
they now and then ask the missionary to stop in the street 
aod preach to them ; and when he closes his sermon, they 
beg him to say more. Dr. Medhurst, an English missionary 
at Shanghai, has about two hundred Chinese to hear him 
every Sabbath forenoon, four or five hundried in the after- 
noon, and as many more in the evening. In Canton, the 
gospel is preached every Sabbath in five different places in 
the city, to four or five hundred people in all. It is a very 
conmion opinion among the missionaries, that China is on 
the eve of mighty changes. Has not God heard the prayers 
of his people ? And will not you pray more than you have 
ever done, that the people in this great empire may all be- 
come followers of Christ ? 



END OF MTKA, THE SANDWICH ISLAND BOY WHO 
BROKE THE SABBATH. 

Mika was about eleven years of age, and was a native of 
Oahu. He was a wicked boy, and in disobedience to his 
father, who told him to go to the Sabbath school, he went 
one Sunday, for mere pastime, in pursuit of some goats 
among the rocks. One of the goats got upon a projecting 
crag from which it could not return, and Mika climbed the 
precipice above until he reached a spot directly over the 
goat, fron^ whence he was preparing to throw a stone to 
frighten the animal down, when he lost his balance and was 
precipitated on the rocks below. He was not killed imme- 
diately, but there he lay all night, no doubt in the greatest 
suffering, with no one to come to his relief; for no one knew 
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he was there. The next morning tlie owner of the goat, 
seemg it cm the precipice, went after it, and there he found 
the poor hoy, who had apparently just ceased hreathing, for 
his body was yet warm. His head and breast were dread-> 
fully bruised. O how much better would it have been for 
him, if he had obeyed his father, and kept also the law of 
God, instead of going off in the fields to play on the 
Sabbath! 



A HOTTENtOrS REPROOF TO CHRISTIANS. 
A simple Hottentot, having experienced the blessedness 
of the gospel in his own soul, and the sweetness of a Savior's 
love, asked a missionary why Christians, who have so long 
had this treasure, did not sooner send it to the poor per* 
ishing people of Africa. The missionary tried to explain 
the matter as well as he could. " Oh, but," said the other, 
" it was not right of your people when they found this sweet 
honey to say to one another, * How good this honey is ! how 
sweet this honey is ! ' Why did they not break off a piece 
of the sweet comb, and send it to others ? " 



WHAT CAN MAKE A HEATHEN HAPPY. 
A missionary in India, meeting one day a native Christian 
female, one of his own flock, asked her how she felt Hap* 
py ! happy ! " she answered. " I have Christ here,^ laying 
her hand on the Bengalee Bible, << and Christ ^re," pressing 
it to her heart, " and Christ ihere,^ pointing towards heaven* 
Happy was she indeed, for to whatever part of the universe 
she might be removed, she was sure of having Christ with 
her. And how did she first learn of Christ ? By the preach* 
ing of the missionaries. And so may every heathen man 
and wGsnan on the globe be made happy in Christ the Sa:vior, 
by the blessing of Grod on the preachii^ of missionanes. 
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Who of all the children that rea4 the Youth's DtLyspnng, 
would not like to confer this happiness on the heathen, by 
helping to send out preachers of the gospel through all the 
wodd? 



A HEATHEN CHILD BROUGHT ALIVE FROM THE 
DEAD. 

At a communion season in one of the churches at the 
Sandwich Islands, a little girl about eleven years old was 
presented for baptism, by her adopted mother, who had that 
day united with the church. The story of this child was 
interesting. Her own mother strangled and buried her 
under the ground when she was a baby, and lefl her there, 
thinking she was dead. A neighbor, who knew about this, 
went secretly and dug up the poor child before its little 
heart had ceased to beat, and adopted it as her own. She 
had faithfully taken care of her until that commumon day, 
when she was permitted to come forward and give herself 
and her family to the Savior. Who can tell what Providence 
designs that dear child shall become when she grows up ! 

If our young readers knew of any little children yvho 
were thus buried alive, would they not give all their 
pennies to hire somebody to go and dig them out ? But 
millions of heathen children are in a worse condition than 
that little infant was. They are dead, the Bible says, in 
trespasses and sins. Ought you to give less to save their 
souls from hell, than you would to save tlieir bodies from 
death ? Think of this question, dear children, and see what 
answer you will make. 



WHICH IS THE GREATEST, MARY OR CHRIST ? 

A papal Armenian at Trebizond, who had become con* 
yinced of the errors of his church through the preaching of 
a missionary, asked a very respectable young man in that 
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church, whom he conaideijed the greatest, Mary, or Clirist ? 
The young man was taken by surprise, for it was a question 
he had never thought of before. After thinking a few mo- 
ments, he answered that "Mary must be the greatest" 
" Why ? " " Because in our books of devotion we find a 
great many prayers addressed to Mary, and almost none to 
Christ** Such a man we should pity and pray for. But we 
ought not to ridicule him, for he had never been taught any 
better. 



THE CHILD COMING TO JESUS. 

BY ROBERT M. M'CHEYXB. 

Suffer me to come to Jesus, 

Mother dear, forbid me not ; 
By his blood from hell he frees us ; 

Makes us fair without a spot 

Suffer me, my earthly father, 

At his pierced feet to fall. 
Why forbid me ? help me rather ; 

Jesus is my all in all. 

Suffer me to run unto him ; 

Gentle sisters, come with me ; 
O that all I love but knew him, 

Then my home a heaven would be. 

Loving playmates, gay and smiling, 
Bid me not forsake the cross ; 

Hard to bear is your reviling, 
Tet for Jesus all is dross. 

Tes, though all the world have chid me, 
Father, mother, sister, friend ; 

Jesus never will forbid me ! 
Jesus loves me to the end ! 

Gentle Shepherd, on thy shoulder 

Carry me a sinful lamb ; 
€Kve me faith, and make me bolder. 

Till with thee in heaven I am. 



THE 

YOUTH'S BAYSPRING. 

VoLL SEPTEMBEB, 1850. Ho. 9. 

DIFFERENCE BETWEEN THE RELIGION OF MAK 
AND THE RELIGION OF GOD. 

Whenever people have a false religrloHf whether they are^ 
beatheHf or Jews, or Mohammedans, or nominal Christians, 
they are always thinking of the most trifling^ and foolish 
things, instead of the Savior and his love to them, and try- 
ing to be like him. Missionaries in the Eastern churches, 
in Turkey, Syria, and Greece, often see how true this isk. 
There is a mission seminary at Bebek, noar C<»istantinoplej. 
superintended by Mr. Hamlin« Soon after he opened. the* 
school in that village, the Armenian priest, two Greek 
priests, and several of the leading men of the village, called 
on the Armenian Patriarch, and said they were very sorry 
that such a man as Mr. Hamlin should be allowed to live 
among them. "Why," said they, "he eats meat, eggs^ 
butter, milk, etc., both during Lent and on Wednesday andl 
Friday, [the days of their weekly &sts] ; and he teaches hi» 
scholars that it is no more wicked to eat butter than olive 
oil, meat than bread, or eggs than olives ! " They also said 
that neither he nor his scholars made the sign of the crossj 
nor paid honors to the holy virgin or the saints ; and they 
were sure he was nothing but an infidel, and hoped he would 
be removed at once from their village ! 

The Armenians and Greeks have always disputed whether 
9 
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the sign <^ the cross should be made with two fingers or 
with three. The Armenians say it should be made with 
two fingers, to remind us that Christ had two natures ; that 
he was both God and man. The Greeks say it should be 
made with three, to remind us of tne Trinity, tlnree pers(H» 
in one God. A Bulgarian was once speaking to a missioo- 
aiy about the Armenians. He said they had wandered very 
far away from the truth. When the missionary a^ed him 
why he thought so, he answered, ** Why, they make the 
sign of the cross with only two fingers." " Now," said he, 
** whoever does not make the sign of the cross with three 
fingers, thus, (crossing himself while he spoke) might just 
as well not make it at all ! " 

You see from this account, children, what Paul menit 
when he tells Timothy (2 Tim. iiL 5) about men <* having 
a form of godliness, but denying the power thereo£* 
What is such a religion good for? Does it make men 
happy ? Does it make them holy ? Will it help them when 
tiiey come to die? Will it cany them to heaven? No; 
never. 



HEATHEN CHILDREN. 

Kev. Mr. Dulles is now preaching Jesus Christ in Madras, a 

great city in the southern part of India. He has written an 

interesting account of the examination of the schools thera. 

Though his letter is addressed to the children of a Sabbath 

school in PhUadelphia, aU the readers of the Dayspring will 

be pleased witii it. 

The children were xM>llected in the mission chnrcli. It is a small 
pleasant building, without pews, but with rattan settees about half 
nlling it. These were arranged in the back part of the church, for 
visitors. Before them sat Dr. Scudder, at a small table eoresed 
with books for prizes, principally Bibles and Testaments in Eng;- 
lish or Tamil. Between him and the pulpit were three hundred 
boys and girls, seated on the floor, with their Hindoo teadiers, 
keeping them in order. The boys first were examined in reading 
the JBible, saying catechism, line upon line, (in TamO,) Bibls his- 
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eitner Mr. Barnes* or Dr. Parker's Sundaj school, coidu «uvw«« 
qaestions on the historj of the Bible, both the Old and Hew Tes- 
taments, better than did diese poor fteathenbo^ One exccdse 
was tikat of patting questions to eaeh other. This they did with a 
ffreat deal of spirit, asking ^e hardest iiuesticms th^ oould make. 
After theset cme hundred and twenty gins were ezaoaa&ed. They 
were neatly dressed in jadceta and petticoats of hri^t oaHeo, and 
many of them with rings in their ears and neaes. Wit&theilr hair 
«moeth, and shining with oocoa*nut oil, they were a pleasant nght. 
Prises having been given to the best scholars, the examination of 
the SngU^ school eommenced. From this school one hundised 
and fifty-one boys and young men were present. These are neaiiy 
all heathen ; but for the sake of learning the English language, 
which will help them to ^et situations under government, their 
parents send them to this Christian schooL Some of tnem even 
are Brahmins. But it is very sad to see the heathen marks made 
on their foreheads, whilst they explain the meaning of the Bible 
and tell what men must do to be saved. 

But, my dear young friends, how is it with you ? You study 
these things, and yet you do not give yourselves to the service and 
love of God ! Your parents will not beat you, if you love the 
Savior ; they wiH not lock you up. If, however, these boys become 
Christians, all their friends will persecute them. I saw one jroung 
man there who once was in this school. He saw that idolatry wa« 
false, and though he was not fourteen years old, he resolved to be 
a Christian. His parents found it out and confined him; they- 
Uien took him to a temple and forced him to do worship to the 
image. At last he escaped and went to the Scotch missionaries, 
who have received and sheltered such young men; «nd with them 
he staid, (though his friends tried to get him away,) was baptised 
and now is a Christian young man. We hope that hereafter the 
instructions given to these boys and girls may lead them, or some 
of them at least, to repent, to stop worshiping idols, and to love 
the Lord Jesus, who died for tiiem. You must pray for them, as 
well as give money ; for God only can change their hearts. 

I have been ill with remittent fever, and am now slowly recover- 
ing my strength, so that for six weeks I have not been able to 
study Tamil or do any missionary work. This language is very 
flSfieult. It re<iuireB several years to be able to speak verv freely 
in it, so that it is a trial to be compelled to lay aside all stuuy. Yet 
X am snre that it waa best for this sickness to come upon me, for 
God sent if, and it has not made me unhappy. I trust that some 
of you are intending to come out and help us, for the heathen are 
venr many, and we are few and wea^. I>o not be afraid that you 
will not be happy if you are missionaries ; for missionaries are 
very happy, if they labor faithfrilly and trust in God. And I hc^ 
that your parents, as well as yo u r s e l ve s , will be tetAjiognx to 
support missions. The American Board has one hundred and fifty 
oroained missionaries, (or ministers,) and many female missiona- 
ries and teachers, to support in different parts of the world ; and 
if we have no money, we cannot ^ve and preach and print toaots 
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and pay i^ooUiiafftert. Therefore we ask you to oontzibute to 



But the Secretaries tell us, ** "We haye not money enough ; we 
cannot send you much for schools for the heathen, and for Bibles 
and other matters, for we are in debt." So that we must tell the 
oeople in India, that we cannot gite them preachers and schools. 
This makes me sorry ; and I hope it will make you sorry, and that 
you will ask your parents, why Christians in America cannot carry 
on this good work more largely. If they are too poor to ^ve, then 
it is rifi^t ; hut if they can, and do not, I fear that Gk>d will not be 
pleased and will not bless them. If God is not pleased, then the 
church will not be prospered and souls will be lost. Pray that this 
may not be so, and pray for your yery unworthy friend, 

Jamc W. BxTLLES. 



PITY THE POOR ORPHANS IN FEBJEE. 

Do you ever, dear children, think of God's great good* 
sess to you in causing you to be bom in a Christian country, 
and not in a heathen land ? You have kind, careful parents, 
who watch over you, and you are not afraid of having your 
dear mother torn from you and put to death. How ^ould 
you be situated, if you had been bom in Feejee ? Perhaps 
you do not know, but I can tell you a sad story about some 
little Feejee children, which will show you how much they 
•re to be pitied. Mr. Williams, the missionary in Tiliva, 
Feejee, has got a school of little Feejee children, something 
like an infant-school. Many of these children are orphans ; 
and the missionary asked them one day how their parents 
had died. 

Josefa said, "My father was shot in war, and my mother 
was strangled." * 

Emosi said, " My father died a natural death, my mother 
was strangled." 

Uraia said, " My mother lives, because my father, when 

dyinff,/o«u'rf.»t 

Jekope said, "My father was shot, and my mother wai 
strangled." 

Mene: "My father was drowned; my mother is living 
a Tahitian." 



* In Feejee, when a man is killed in war, all his wives are 
strangled, because they think he will want them in another world. 
t To istu meant to become Christian. 
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Eoeri: ^My fkther was dettioyed lij toieeiy, and mf 
mother was strangled." 

Adriu said, "My father was clubbed in war, and my 
mother was strangled." 

Sia said, "My fother is living ; my mother was shot in 
war, bat recovered, and was afterwards strangled, to be 
buried with a friend's child." 

Tavaita said, " My father was shot in war, and my 
mother was strangled." 

Thus these poor children, on the death of their father, 
became motherless, through Uie horrid jmictice of strangling 
women to be buried with the dead. English chil£«n! 
Christian children! in poor Feejee there are hundreds of 
these pitiable orphans. — ffet. Juv. Off. 



WHAT IS PENANCE? 
In the Greek and Armenian churches, as well as in the 
Roman church, the people are obliged to confess to a priest, 
and he always tells them to do penance and thus atone for 
their sins, as though Christ's atonement was not sufficient 
for all sins. Sometimes the penance is to go on a pilgrim- 
age to some holy place ; sometimes to read over the whole 
book of Psalms a certain number of times ; or to observe 
certain days of abstinence from food; or to repeat the 
Lord's prayer over and over again.. There was a 
young Armenian employed by the missionaries in Erzeroom, 
who did not attend very strictly to the rules of his church, 
for he had heard the gospel enough to know that a good 
many of them were not according to the word of God. 
The bishop urged him very much to go to a priest and con- 
fess and then partake of the Sacrament He was not a 
pious young man, and, rather than offend the bishop, he re- 
solved to go. After the confession was over, and the priest 
had leame^Arom his own account that he was not a very 
strict Armenian, the priest gave him the following penance : 
to kneel twenty-four times eveiy morning, on account of the 
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tireiity-focip prophctli ; and twelve tunes every evening on 
account of the twelve apostles ; and to continue this prac- 
tice a month, and then he would receive the paidoa of his 
sina! 




AINTAB. 

Aintab k a city ia noitiMra Syna. H is a very interssting 
place. Perhaps it is not sob cam t ifo l as many other atttes, and 
tlie people who live thera xaay be ignorant and poov. Very 
likely soiae travelers would say, ** I do not see aif^thing wosth 
looking at in Aiatab," and turn away fieom it with disappoint- 
ment. But yet it is a very interesting place* Do you wish 

\now why ? It is because Jesus Christ has many disciples 



tkcM. It ia 1)e«aua» t\m «i»g^ k» heayoi ace all apquaiatadi 
with Aitttab, and liare b^en joyful sftox^ than onoe, whea ihvf 
have heard how its inhabitanta were repenting of their aini^ 
and turning to God. 

It is not very long since the sun first shone on Aintab. 
B^re that it was dark— <lark Hke midnight. But an Arme- 
nian who had heard the gospel went there and told the people 
of the wonderful lore of Christ. Many of them, called them- 
selyes Christians before, but their religion was all on the out^ 
aide. They did not really know what it was to beliere in 
Jesus. Now it was different. They began to feel, to weep 
and to pray, and by and by sent to beg that a missionary 
might come to them. Mr. Yan Lennqp Ustened to their invi- 
tation and went among them and labored for a little while. 
Then Dr. Smith and Mr. Schneider followed^ and these two 
missionaries are now living there with their families. They 
are very happy, and the good work goes on more and more. 
They have had some trials, but they have more joys. Mr. 
Schneider was once driven out of the city by the enemies of 
the gospel with a terrific storm of wrath and stones and mud. 
He was there when the cholera was cutting down multitudea 
of the people. And when afterwards he removed there with 
Mrs. Schneider, they left far behind them in Constantinople 
with sorrowful hearts their two daughters for the advantages 
of education. But they went in obedience to their master; 
and to do his work. ** Observe," writes Mrs. Schneider, « the 
faithfulness of a covenant-keeping God I We had not even 
reached our new field of labor ere the soul-strengthening in- 
teUigenco overtook us that these two dear daughters left be- 
hind in the hands of God were converted. What a commen- 
tary on those words, * When my father and my mother forsake 
me then the Lord will take me up.' They are now members 
of the church of Christ on earth and rejoice that they are per- 
mitted to be separated from their parents and little brothers 
for the precious Savior's sake, who has bougkt thenk, they 
hope, with his own blood. Dear children, t-.nist this Savior ; 
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cominit the keeping of your souli to him, and he will nerer 
fell in fiilfilling his exceeding great and predotis promises to 
you-" 




TEMPLE OF JUGGERNAUT. 
Who has not heard of Juggernaut, the great idol, which so 
many millions of people in India worship? Who has not 
heard of the car in which the idol is drawn about, while the 
poor degraded Hindoos throw themselyes down before it, and 
are crushed to death imder its wheels } Well, this is a pic- 
ture of a temple which was built for Jmggemaut. It is yery 
large, and the people think it is very holy. One building of 
this range is two hundred feet high, and all of them are 
beautiful and costly. On the right you will notice the gate- 
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way, and in front of the wall little e^hops wliere natiye mer- 
chants sell their goods. The only foreigner who has seen the 
inside of this temple was an English officer, who painted and 
dressed himself like a natiye, and thus slipped in through the 
gate. When the priests of the idol, the Brahmins, found out 
that their holy place had been defiled, they were so angry 
with all the English who lived in the town that they were 
obliged to flee for their Uves. Thinking that those who chased 
after them wanted to get their money as well as to kill them, 
they strewed silver coins along the road, and, while the na- 
tives stopped to pick them up, they reached a place of safety. 1 

In two of the buildings are some girls, who have been taught 
to dance beautifully every morning and evening before the 
idoL Three times a day, also, great quantities of the choicest 
food are put before this wooden image. The Brahmins tell 
the people that the God only wants to smcR of the food and to 
look at it. So when he has smelled and looked long enough* 
these crafty priests quietly take the food and make a feast for 
themselves ! It is evident they live by their wits rather than 
their work. 

What a miserable thing is idolatry. Only think of it— to 
worship a god that cannot see nor hear nor talk — a senseless 
log of wood, or a piece of brass or silver or gold. You per- 
haps smile to hear that people can be so foolish. But if you 
had been bom in India, and rocked in one of their cradles and 
taught by one of their mothers, you would have grown up 
just like them. Never forget to praise God for making you 
to differ. 

" I thank the goodness and the mce 
Which on m^ birth have smilM, 
And made me m this Christian land 
A free and happy child." 



LITTLE MARY AND HER CENTS. 

A little girl by the name of Mary, who was born in this 
happy Christian land, came one day to her mother with a 
request She had fixed her heart upon a certain object 
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whieh flfae very much desired her mother would pracare foe 
her. It was a small object in itself, but to hisr mind, it 
seemed very large and important Her mother playfully 
asked her, " And what will my little daughter give me in 
return ? " For a while she seemed lost in thought A con- 
fitct was evidentlv going on in her bosom. At length, sum* 
moning up all her resolution, she said with the deepest 
emotion,^ *< Mother, when all the heathen in the world hare 
the Bible, I will give you my box of cents." 

She was in tlie habit of putting all the cents she got into 
a little box, and from time to time giving them to some mis- 
sionary agent to purchase Bibles for the heathen ; and she 
could not think of using her money for any other object 
until all the heathen had the Bible. 



[For the Youth's Dayspring.] 
WHAT WILL TAKE AWAY SIN. 

The Governor of Oroomiah in Persia is a Prince, and imcla 
to the King of Persia. A few weeks ago he was suddenly 
taken very sick, and the people about him were afraid he 
would die. Several of his servants came running to me, and 
I went in haste to see him. I found him very ill, lying on tha 
floor in the middle of a large room, and some twenty or thirty 
of his principal servants standing around him pale and 
troubled. The news of his sickness had spread in the city, 
and all the people were anxious about him, and some of the 
chief men were coming to see how the Prince was. One rich, 
man came into the room where the Prince was lying, with his 
hands full of money, which he wished distributed in ahne 
among the poor. Two sheep were also led into the room after 
him and brought up to the side ci the ack man. He raised 
his hand and laid it on the head of each one of them, moving 
his lips at the same time in prayer. The sheep were then 
taken out of the room, and offered as a sacrifice to God. 

Now, my young friends, I suppose you understand what all 
this means. You know that Mussulmans do not regard Christ 
as a sacrifice for sin. They think that they must commend 
themselves to God by alms, and therefore that rich man 
brought money to be given to the poor in behalf of the sick 
Prince. They think that God is pleased with the sacrifice of 
animals; therefore sheep were brought and killed. They 
know they are sinners ; therefore the Prince put his hand on 
tlie head of the sheep, confessing that he deserved to die, and 
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prayid^ tiMt Qod wovid accept tke oflering e£ tiie ianociOB* 
•nimal in llifl slead. 

How grateful you ought to be, that you were bom, and that 
you live, in a Christian land, where the light of the gospel 
■biAes, and where even little children know that Christ is the 
only Savior of sinners, and that alms and the offering of ani- 
mals will not save the souL 

Yours, truly, 

A. H. WXIOHT. 

Ofwmiiahf April, 1850. 



HOW TO AID MISSIONS. 



An old laboring man, in a village in Kent, when first told 
of the Church Missionary Society, exclaimed, " Well, I 
have always wondered, when people talked about India, why 
it was that God had given xja that large country ; hut now I 
know,'" He immediately became a collector, and brought 
£6 or £7 every year, which he had got in small sums from 
his neighbors. When asked how he was able to collect so 
much, he said, " Why, ma'am, I take some missionary pa- 
pers with me, and go of an evening, alter mf work, to a 
▼iUage, and ask the people if I shall read to them ; they 
generally are very glad I should, — so I sit dawn and read tiU 
sometimes they cry, and I cry too, and then they are sure 
to give me sosaething." He odden used to say, ** Ah ! if I 
w^re young, and God would let me go, I w(»ild not stay in 
England. But I am too old — he must go instead," — alluding 
to a beloved grandson, whom he had brought up^ and whom 
he ardently desired should be employed in missionary work. 
The desire of his heart was granted, and one of the last 
pieces of earthly intelligence that reached his dying ear 
was, that his grandson had entered on his labor in a distant 
land. — South Indian Sketches. 



A CHILD GIVEN TO HYENAS I 

One day a missionary was at a place called Mafissa, when 
Bome young women brought to him a child between two and 
three years old, which they had just picked up near several 
high rocks, from one of which it had evidently fallen down. 
Its body was covered with bruises^ and its litUe t«mgu/e was 
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bitten and torn by its teeth, no doubt from the great pain 
which it had suffered. After inquiry, the child's mother 
was found, and brought to the missionary ; when, without 
shame or sorrow, she said, that, as the boy was weak and 
rickety, and she wished to get rid of him, she had laid him 
up amongst the rocks in a place where there are many 
hyenas, and that, in order to draw these ravenous creatures 
to the spot, that they might eat the child, her husband had 
killed a goat, and had put it near him ! 

Dear young friends, the gospel in those lands has already 
saved many little ones from a cruel death, and if you and 
others will do what you can to send out more missionaries, 
aU heathen mothers will learn to love their children as your 
mothers love you ; and their souls, as well as their lives, 
will be saved from destruction. — Juv. Miss, Mag^ 



THE LITTLE ZULU BOY. 

More than tea years ago an old woman appeared before the door 
of Dr. Adams, at Umlazi in South Africa, who sank down upon 
her knees and begged for some food. She was emaciated, dirty, 
hungry and nearly naked, an old tattered skin garment being her 
only covering. Her name was Umbalasi. She had a little son 
named Unembula, about eight years old. Both of them were r^ 
ceived into the family of the missionary, and both became very 
devoted Christians. "When Unembula grew up he was married to 
a pious girl and had two children. Below will be found an inte- 
resting account of one of these children who died last year. 

Little Lra was a sprightly, interesting boy, and his parents 
were very much attached to him. His grandmother, Umba- 
lasi, also loved him very much, and carri^ h^m -with her when 
she went to her garden or to visit her Mends. We have fre- 
quently seen her at a distance, on her way to the mission 
house, with Lra on her back, his little hand stretched out 
towards the different objects he observed in passing along, in- 
quiring their names. Umbalasi, after telling him, pointed 
above and told him of the great God who made them all. 
But his days were numbered ; for God was about to take him 
away, and we hope to himself, for he was a child of many 
prayers. He became very sick. The missionary, being a 
physician, gave him such medicines as his disease seemed to 
require, but still he grew worse and worse. On a Saturday 
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tfttt&oon, the day before he died, Unembula came to us 
weeping, and said that his little son was nearly gone, and he 
wanted tools and boards to make a coffin for him. These word 
furnished, and he with another native oonyert conmienced 
their work near our house and opposite my Ttindow. As I 
felt much sympathy for the father, I obserred them closely 
and saw the large tears trickle down his cheeks as he pro- 
ceeded in his employment. The coffin was soon finished and 
carried home. We visited the family that evening, as we had 
firequently done, and found them with some of their kind 
Christian Mends seated around the room. XJmbalasi was 
holding the child in her arms. As both Umbalasi and the 
mother appeared quite eidiausted with long watching, anxiety 
and grief^ we urged them to commit the child to some Mend 
present and take rest ; but Umbalasi could not be persuaded 
to give him up for a moment. She said she wished to have 
her grand-child die in her arms, so that, when the spirit left 
the body, she with the mother might return their beloved one 
to him who gave him to them. little Ira died that night, and 
they dressed him in a white cotton shroud and laid him in his 
little coffin preparatory to the fimeraL 

The Fune&al. 
At ten o'clock on Monday morning, being the time appoint- 
ed for the funeral, we went to the house of mourning and 
found quite a large congregation in readiness for the mission- 
ary. The women and children were seated on mats spread 
In the centre of the room. The men sat and stood aroimd the 
room. One seat and a few chairs were left for the mission- 
aries and their wives, and the coffin was placed in the centre. 
It was affecting to see the parents take their last look at little 
Ira, though there was no wailing or wild and extravagant ex- 
Itressions of sorrow, as is usual among their heathen netf^hbors 
on such oocasions, but deep grief mingled with submission to 
the wiU of their heavenly Father. Alter all had taken a last 
sad look, and the children had turned away from the coffin, 
(for there were many present,) the missionary, whose eyes 
showed the deep feeling of his heart, addressed the children 
and told them they saw the yoxmg could die, and that tibey 
ought to be ready also. The solemnity and stillness were very 
impressive. The procession was then formed, the tolling of 
the station beU broke the silence, and we moved on to the 
crave, where the missionary addressed all present. Then they 
kdd little Ira away in his grave, to remain until ^e soimd of 
the last trun^t shall summon the dead to judgment. 
' My dear young M«nds, you see what the gospel has dona 
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lortfaos-ftmily. It has also domft much firar ttftny otker teii* 
fies at tkU aad other staUons ; but there ate thouaanda in tlil» 
country living ^without a knoirledge of God, aood irlK> knov 
not "that they ha^« undying souls. Their mUids are dark and 
fliek cu0ton» are very bad. I htsve not time now to aay muoh 
more about them, but I feel sure that it will shock you to 
know that Htkey are in the habit of throwing away their dead 
to be devoured by wolves ; and even before their friends are 
quite dead, they sometimes carry them out and linr them near 
a bush, or 'in some retired place, to die akme f But I am 
happy to tell you that those who live near the missionaries 
have very much improved in this respect. They now bury 
their dead. When a Mend dies, a hoLe is dug in the ^und 
large enough for the bodv. They then wrap 1^ body in the 
mot on which it died, lay it in the hole, and cover it wi& 
earth. 

And now, my young friends, hove you thought, while read* 
in^ my Utile story, that you can do something for these dartc- 
mmded people ? Can you not deny yourselves some luxuries 
to -enaUe you to give more to send the bread of Hfe to those 
who are perishing } Have any of you thought that it may be 
your duty to give yourselves to this good work, and will not 
some of you be willing to come, (when you are old enough,) 
to take the places of those who may be called away, and 
finish their work } 

From your sincere friend, 

VMizi, Son^ Africa. S. C. A. 



IHE LTITLE BOY AND THE DYING BRAHBflN. 

At a fluflmmiary meetmf , held some time ago, one «f the 
flpeakeoB lelaltod an anecSote of a little boy, who, having 
iMsard it stEOed, that for every pem^ suhsoribed a vene ei 
SoriptiiFe migfht be translated into a foreign hnguage, weflt 
home to his mamma, and begjp<ed that he mig^t subscribe -a 
penny, and be the means of translating a veise; ^and,^ 
said the dear dfaild, *< I should wish it to be that beautiM 
▼erse, *Por God so loved the world, that he gave Ms only- 
begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in hmi should not 
pensh, but have everlasting life.* " 

At ^e same meetin^^ another speaker arose, and stated 
that the Rev. Daniel Corrie, afterwards Bishc^ of Madni% 
was one day eent for to visit a dying Brahmin. He wiea^ 
expecting to fimd him wmk in all jthe dftfkiieaa and 1 
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ticm of heatheniBm, when to his joyftil cnrprise he found him 
a trne believer in Christ, and rejoicing in hope of heaven. 
Mr. Corrie inquired how he had been brought to the knowl- 
edge of the truth. ^ Do you remember," said the poOT man, 
^ mstributing verses of -Scripture at such a place ? " naming 
the village where he lived ; *' you gave one/ to me, and the 
verse was, < For God so loved the world, that he gave his 
only-begotten Son, that whosoever believeth in him should 
not perish, but have everlasting life.' That verse was the 
means of my conversion." 

Thus the wish of the litde boy had been literallv ful- 
filled, and the verse he so much loved and admired had been 
the iostrument of turning a poor heathen ^ from darkness to 
light, and from the power of Satan unto God/'-^Wts. Jnv. Off. 



«I LOVE JESUS BETTER." 



A little girl, between bIx and seven years of age, when on 
ner death- bed, seeing her eldest sister with her Bible in her 
hand, requested her to read respecting Christ blessing little 
children. The passage having been read, and the book closed* 
the child said, ** How kind ! I shall soon go to Jesus — ^He 
-will soon take me up in his arms, and bless me too — no disci- 
ple shall keep me away.'' Her sister kissed her and said, 
*♦ Do you love me ? " *♦ Yes, dear sister," she replied, •• but 
do not be angry^-I love Jesus better." 

It was righi. She ought to love Jesus better than any 
earthly thing or human being. Others had loved her, but 
Jesus had done more — He had loved and died for her. Yoimg 
reader, love your fiither, love your mother, love all around 
you, but oh ! love Jesus more than all the rest I — Mitt. New§' 



INFANTICIDE IN INDIA. 



Sometimes in India, an infant is huns apon the boughs of a tree 
in a basket, and left there to die. Mr. Thomas and Mr. Carey, 
missionaries, were once passing under a tree ; they saw one of 
these baskets hanging in the branches, but only the skeleton of a 
baby was left in it ; the poor little creature had been eaten by the 
ants. 

list ! a baby's moan I hear ; 

Where can the baby be ? 
Sight of misery and fear ! 

It hangs from yonder tree. 
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Who has left the baby there ? 

Left it alone to die? — 
Terrible words ! too sad to hear— - 

Its mother says, ♦« ' Tis V* 

Little, helpless, outcast thing. 

Will no one hear thy cry ? 
No Toice speak to thee comforting ? 

None sing thy lullaby ? 
Left to bircb and beasts, a prey, 

Left to starre and die— 
She who bore thee turns away, 

Thy nujther says, " ' Tis /." 

Does the little baby's moan 

Beach us across the wave ? 
Bo we in America hear its groan ? 

Can we in America save ? 
Tes : for God's word hath power to wring 

Tears from that mother's eye. 
And the heart that knows his comforting. 

Will not leave a babe to die. 

Haste, dear children, pity take, 

While 'tis called to-day, 
Both for babe and mother's sake. 

Both— both — are oast away. 
Who, to save the lost, rejoices ? 

What little heart swells high ? 
Hark ! I hear a thousand voices. 

Saying, " 'Tis I "— " *Tis I.'* 



Once the whole world's dying i 

To heaven uprose. 
And he who sat upon the throne, 

Felt for our woes ; 
•• Who — who will bring the outcasts hom« ? 

Who for their sake will die ? " 
Then Jesus spake, " Lo ! glad I come ; 

Father, 'tis I." 

Savior ! from thv cross I hear 

Thy dpng call ; 
That voice of thine is to mine ear 
Louder than all. 
** Who — ^who — will venture for my sake ? 

Pity, and love, and die ? I 

Himself, like me« an offering make ? "— | 

** Lord, help me ;— it is L" 

Miss. Rep. * 

- . . — ^____«_»___ » 

07 T. B. MA&ynr, 24 CONOBBSS STXE^, BOSTOir. I 

4 



THE 

YOUTH'S DAYSPRING. 

▼oLL OCTOBXB, 1850. Va. 10. 

SOWING IN TEAKS. 
How often do young people say, "When I grow np I* 
should like to be a missionaiy." Perhaps yon have som*'- 
times said so yourself. But you must remember that a mis- 
sionary's life is not one of ease. He leaves behind him his 
father and mother and brothers and sisters, and every thing 
he loves in his native land. Many times he goes to un- 
healthy countries, where he is very likely to find an earlj 
grave. Many times, also, his home is among savages, who ' 
care nothing for his preaching, and do all they can to make 
him unhappy. The missionaries who first went to Tahiti, 
in the South Seas, lived there seventeen years, suflTering all 
manner of hardships, before they could persuade the people 
to listen to the Bible. At one time, when they were travel- 
ing, they were seized by the natives and their clothes tors 
off, and one of them thrown into a river. At another timer 
three of the missionaries were murdered. So, too, the Mo- 
ravian missionaries in Greenland were treated very unkindly 
by the people for whose sake they had left their own happy 
homes. When they tried to teach them about Jesus Christy 
the Greenlanders would laugh at them, and with a whining 
voice imitate their reading, singing and pra3ringi Th^ 
even went so far as to pelt them with stones, destroy their 
property, drive their boat oat to sea, and plan to miird«^ 
them in their tent 
10 
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When Mr. Moffat, the English missionaiy, began to lab<»r 
among the poor degraded people of South Africa, he suf- 
fered in the same way. He found that the children were 
never washed. Even the grown-up people were never 
washed. They never cleaned their houses ; and tkeir ves- 
sels for cooking were never cleaned, unless a dog did it 
with his tongue ! They thought it very foolish in the mis- 
sionaries to wear clothes. Sometimes they would crowd 
into Mr. Moffat^s house when he was away, and if Mm. 
Moffat dared to ask them to go, they were almost ready to 
fi^ne her. One day, when he was out on a journey, a man 
was roasting a piece of a fat Zebra for him. The man kept 
toming the meat with his hands, and every time he turned 
it, he rubbed his hands on his dirty sides for the sake of the 
grease! 

Then these people were great thieves. Sometimes the 
Bfl^ves would look into the little chapel, and, if they saw 
*tiie missionary in the pulpit, they would take that time to go 
and rob his house. If they could get hold of his tools, or 
spoons, or any thing made of metal, they would melt them 
down to make knives and spears : and when he went out, 
he would sometimes carry such things on his back, for fear 
of their being stden while he was away. Those of them 
that went into the chapel, instead of being grateful for his 
kindness, did all they could to distress and discourage him. 
Some snored, some laughed, some mocked. Some would 
sit with their feet on the benches and their knees drawn up 
to their chins, till one would fall asleep and tumble over, to 
tiie great amusement of the others. 

Now all missionaries do not have trials so great as these. 
The headien in Tahiti, Greenland and South Africa, were 
store degraded and more desperately wicked than they are 
in sone parte of the wwld. But every-where missionadfBS 
have many trials^ and find it no easy thii^ to ^ separated 
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from their native land. Bat yet they are h^py. Do jcn. 
wish to know why ? It ia the presence of Christ that makes 
thi^m hiqipy. They go to tell these poor ignorant people 
about the way of salvation, and Jesus goes with them. He 
sits by their bedside when they are sick ; he talks with them 
when other friends are for away ; he gives them light in 
thek dwellings and sweet peace in their hearts. Bfr. Moffitt 
was happy in Alrica, when the people were all doing him 
so much mischief. The Moravians were happy in Green- 
land, when the natives were mocking at them and trying to 
murder them. And there was never a good missionary any 
where, from Paulas lime till now, who did not feel willing to 
suffer these trials for Christ's sake. 

Now you see that it is idle for you to talk of being mis- 
sionaries, unless you love the Lord Jesus Christ. You could 
,not bear to be laughed at and hooted at and stoned ( or to 
have your things stolen from your house, and nobody show 
gratitude to you for your kindness. You would not like 
thus to ** sow in tears.'' Seek then, dear children, first of 
all, to make Christ yoiur friend. Love him with all your 
hearts. And then, if he wants you to go to the heathen, 
you will be ready to go ; yes, you will r^oice to go ; and 
will say, after you have tried the service for yours^, <* It is 
good to be a nussiMiary." 



TBS NEW ZEALAND CHIEF. 

One day a chief in New Zealand met a missionaiy and 
told him that his old heart was gone, and that a new one 
was come in its place. << Gone ! whither ? " " It is buried : 
I have cast it away from me." <' How long has it been 
gone ? " " Four days." " What was your old heart like ?*» 
** Like a dog ; like a deaf man ; it would not Usten to t^e 
miftionary nor understand." **How long have yon 1^4 
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your old heart ? " " Always, till now ; but it is now gone.* 
** What ia your new heart like ? * «* It is like yours ; it is 
very good.** « Where is its goodness ? " ** It is altogether 
good ; it tells me to lie down and sleep all day on Sunday, 
and not to go and fight" *' Is that all the goodness of your 
new heart?" "Yes." "Does it not tell you to pray to 
Jesus Christ ? ** " Yes ; it tells me that I must pray to hinr, 
when the sun rises, when the sun stands in the middle of 
the heavens, and when the sun sets," "When did you 
pray last ? " " This morning." « What did you pray for ? ^ 
" I said, O Jesus Christ, give me a blanket, in order that I 
may believe." " I fear your old heart still remains ; does it 
not?" "No; the new one is quite fixed; it is here"— 
pointing to his throat. "But the new heart, that comes 
from God, does not pray in that way," " How then ? " 

In answer to this last question, the missionary went on to% 
tell him what it was to pray, what he should pray for, and 
how ready (xod is to hear us, when we ask for heavenly 
blessings in the name of Christ But it was hard for him to 
understand the meaning. Children, who have been taught 
firom their cradle about the Savior and a new heart, do not 
know how dark the minds of the heathen are. This story 
shows you what Paul means, when he says, (2 Cor. iv. 4,) 
" The god of this world hath blinded the minds of them 
which believe not, lest the light of the glorious gospel of 
Christ, who is the image of God, should ^line unto them.'' 
Will you not pray that many such ignorant heathen as this 
New Zealand chief, may find the way to Jesus Christ, and 
be truly washed in his blood and made heirs of heaven ? 



THE DEVIL'S TRUMPETER. 

This curious character came from the borders of the eter- 
nal. snows of the Himalayas, and from the neighborhoo^f 
j0be great Kun-chan-gin-ga. A gentleman wl^ lately trav- 
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eled in that region with Dr. CampbeU, the gentleman who 
was so brutally used by the Rajah of Sikkim, tells us, in one 
of his late publications, that on that wonderfiil mountain he 
saw green snow. From the land of the highest mountain 
in the world the Trumpeter came. 

What first drew my attention towards him, was a very 
lar^ shank-bone of some human being which hung dangling 
by his right side — an article he seemed to set much state 
by. His whole gait showed he felt himself to be a man of 

freat consequence ; and perhaps all on account of his shank- 
one trumpet. As I have said, the bone was long, and 
appeared not to be of sreat a^e. At one end it had a brass 
mouth-piece ; at the omer end, the great knuckle-bone was 
not broken off, but a hole struck through it, that, when 
blown, the sound might pass freely out. Being anxious to 
know something of me virtues of this trumpet, I inquired 
what in all the wide world tempted him to carry such a 
thing about him. I thought he smiled at my ignorance as 
he tried to make himself longer, stretching himself up as 
high as he could before he ventured to reply. " Ah ! " he 
said, " one blast of that trumpet will set all the devils within 
hearing to flight — carrying them off like the small dust by 
the wlurlwind ! Hence its great use and value in the region 
whence it came." If one could credit what he said, we 
should be led to believe that devils are very plentiful up in 
the cold of the Himalayas. How strange that beings pos- 
sessed of reason should thus deceive themselves, and glory 
in their delusion ! 

The dress of this wild mountaineer consisted, as the 
dresses of the mountaineers generally do, of a large smock- 
frock, exceedingly coarse, — it would make good flannel 
bags,— fastened about the middle with some kind of thong. 
All the little articles he carried were thrust in at the open- 
ing of the breast, so that it served as a traveling trunk as 
well as a gown. It also served for a towel to wipe his 
hajids and face, which were seldom washed. Of whatever 
his food consisted, he would thrust his hand into it, so that 
his hand was knife, fork, and spoon ; when the meal was 
concluded, however greasy, without looking for water, the 
gown was applied to, and there the hands and face cleansed, 
or rather wiped. They think water spoils the cloth, and 
washing makes it wear too soon. His gown was a bag 
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with a hole in the bottom^ And the two sides were holes left 
in the same way. His gown and boots were all the clothes 
he had ; but if the gown was strange, the boots were more 
so. They were long in the legs, and reached mnch above 
the knee, so that under the gown they appeared to be boots 
and trowsers all in one. The boots were made of woollen 
cloths, of various colors, one patch above anothe]\ quilted 
together. The feet i^embled the rammer* used by the 
men who fasten or lay the stones in the streets. Had they 
been cloven, they wotild have been very Hke the feet of a 
cameL This was his whole dress— boots and gown, with 
many a charm, hung here and there about his person, to 
keep off the Evil One, and all sorts of plagues and sick- 
nesses. His hair was long, thick, heavy, and glittering 
with oil, and hung down to his shoulders, like candle-wicks. 
This is the Himalayan trumpeter, without hope and without 
God. Ah ! my dear young friends, think of the hundreds 
of thousands in this state. They believe a man has eight 
souls ; a woman^ only five. — Jw). Mi$$» Her, 



CEYLON HELI>ING PERSIA. 
Some time ago the children of the missionaries in Ceylon 
sent the money which they had raised for the missionary 
cause to the Female Seminary in Oroomiah, Persia. This let- 
ter was written to them in reply. As you read it yon will see 
how grateful the Nestorian children were for their kindness. 
Which do you think were the happier, those who sent the 
money or those who received it } If you will look at Acts 
XX.. 85, you will find an answer to this question. 

From the school of Miss Hsk in Oroomiah, to yau» the dear 
little children of the missionaries in Ceylon. We are greatly re- 
joiced that we may write you a letter about your love to us and 
idso how much we loye you. Miss Fisk, our dear teacher, tells us 
much about you, and now you are the children of beliering per- 
sons. We hope that you will walk in their steps to resemble them 
in their ways, and much more that you will resemble Christ and 
walk in his footsteps. He loTed little children more than we can 
love them. We very greatly rejoice that you are such kind chil- 
dren. Miss Fisk told us how much trouble you took and fatigued 
yourselves, and denied yourselves, that you might send money for 
us sinners. We wonder that you little children did hard work just 
to help us unworthy. We are very grateful to you and also to 
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God, who made known to ut about our little friends in a distant 
country, whom we have not seen. 

We remember you much on concert day. Every concert we 
gather together and pray for all the dear missionaries and for Cey- 
K>n, and for many other places. This day is much loved bv us, for 
we think that it is a great blessing that we can pray with thous- 
ands of holy persons. Would that the prayers of the righteous 
mi^ht ascend together like a strong chain and move the hand that 
ffUides the world, and bring those thousand blessed years, when 
Satan shall be bound with all his servants in chains of burning 
flames in hell. So you and we ought to look and see who it is that 
is a hinderance to those good days. Again, our dear friends, we 
presume to ask that we may know how many of you have a hope 
m that blessed Savior that died for you, and how many of you 
have no God and no Christ in the world. We will greatly rejoice 
if you will write us about this, that we ma;^ know better how te 
pray for you. If you have been called to Chnst, we entreat of you 
to pray for us, for many of us are far from Qod and strangers to 
the covenant of promise. So we very much need fervent prayers 
in love. 

And now, our beloved, we will tell you what we did with the 
money you sent for us. We knew that you tired your little hands 
to get it, and so we thought that we ought to buy something valu- 
able, and what we have chosen is this : a Testament and a hymn 
book for use in our school, where there are meetings every Sab- 
bath, and every Thursday, and prayers every day. We have writ- 
ten vour names in them, and they will be preached all through. 
We hope that many souls will be saved by them from the road of 
destruction that will live forever ; and thbi^h we may soon sleep 
in the grave, the Testament will remain. We hope that the Tes- 
tament will be preached to priceless souls who by free grace will 
be washed in the blood of the Lamb from everv stain and spot. 
So you and we, if we turn to Christ, and those who shall be turned 
by this Testament, shall be called in one hope and be sanctified in 
the same blood. Give much love and many salutations to your 
dear parents. Tell them that we greatly love them, because that 
they are companions of our dear missionaries, who are doing so 
mnch to turn us to the way of Ufe. Ask them to pray for us sin- 
ners. Give our salutations also to all the true Chnstians with yom 
and ask them also to pray for us. 

We thought perhaps that you would like to know about our 
work and how we are taught. Our teachers. Miss Fisk and Miss 
Bice, teach us a great many good things. We read a gieat deal, 
some of us in the Old and some in the New Testament. Miss 
Fisk teaches philosophy, geography and grammar. Miss Rice 
Iraw. They are very kind to us and full 



teaches us to sing and to draw. They are very 1 
of love. We love them very much and reioice in them. We 
praise God for such rich blessings that he has given us so un- 
worthy ; but the blessings are not enough. We need one that is 
greater than all, the holy Dove of heaven. We entreat of you ask 
Uod to again visit us and to finish the work that he has begun in 
our midst. Beloved, if you will write and send us a letter, we will 
greatly rejoice. Amen. 
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IFAFA. SOUTH AFRICA. 
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IFAFA, IN SOUTH AFRICA. 

This is the home of Mr. Hood among the Zulus. The mis- 
sion premises, as you will see by the plate, are delightfully 
situated. The house on the left, among the trees, is Mr. 
Hood's dweUing-house. The one standing near it, within the 
inclosure, is the school-house. That without the fence, on 
the right, is occupied by native boys, who live at the mission 
station. In the distance you see a native hut. The trees 
about the buildings not only make the place more beautiful, 
but add to its comfort, as they shelter the missionaries from 
the stormy winds and firom the fierce heat of the sun. In 
front of the premises is a pleasant view of the Kafa river, and 
of the ocean, neither of which can be seen in the engraving. 

You will notice the large wagon of Mr. Rood in the fore- 
ground. All the missionaries in South Africa feel obliged to 
have such wagons. This is their only way of traveling ; and 
when they stop for the night, they sleep in the wagon, be- 
cause there is often no other place in the wilderness secure 
from vnld beasts. Sometimes a whole missionary family live 
in their wagon for weeks together. It is drawn by oxen. 

Mr. Rood has been in Ifafa about two years. He finds en- 
couragement in his labor of love, and some of the boys with 
him express a desire to forsake their idol gods, and come to 
the Lord Jesus Christ for salvation. 



[For the Youth's Dayspring.] 
A LITTLE BOY'S QUESTION. 
A little boy of six or seven years of age, the son of a 
Presbyterian minister in one of our Western villages, said 
one day, " Mother, what makes father stay here and preach, 
when the people know so much now ? They might have 
reading meetings, or go to the Methodist church. I should 
think he would go and preach to the heathen. When I am 
a man, I shan't stay here and preach ; I shall go to Asia or 
Africa." 
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HINDOO MENDICANTS. 



Mr. Caleb Wright, whose " Lectures on India " should be 
read by all our young Mends, thus describes the indiyiduals 
represented in the engraving : 

The one on the left is the portrait of a religious mendicant. 
The number of mendicants in India amounts to many hun- 
dreds of thousands. As a religious duty, they forsake their 
families and friends, renounce every useful occupation, and 
wander from place to place, begging their food. They are 
literally clothed with filth and rags ; the latter, in many in- 
stances, being less in quantity than the former. Some of them 
are decorated with large quantities of false hair, strings of 
human, bones, and artificial snakes. Others carry a human 
skull containing a most filthy mixture. If no money or food 
be given them by those persons of whom they solicit alms, 
they profess to eat the filth out of the skull, as an act of re- 
venge. One sect of them, professing to be extremely anxious 
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to ttvcid destroying animal life, cany a broom, composed of 
soft cotton threads, gently to sweep the insects &om their 
path. They also erect hospitals for the reception of aged, 
sick, and lame animals. There is an institution of this kind 
in the vicinity of Bombay, which, in 1840, contained from 
fifty to one hundred horses, one hundred and seventy-five 
oxen and cows, and two hundred dogs, beside cats, monkeys, 
and reptiles. It has been said that paganism never erected a 
hospitid ; but this is not quite true. I believe, however, that 
these are the only hospitals that have been erected by the 
worshipers of idols. 

There is another sect of mendicants, who are worshipers of 
Krishna. Though men, they put on the dress and ornaments, 
and assume the manners, of milkmaids. This is supposed to 
be very pleasing to the object of their worship ; for, when he 
was on earth, he is said to have been very partial to the milk- 
maids, and to have married no fewer than sixteen thousand 
of them. 

The figure on the right of the engraving is a portrait of 
Puri-Suttema, an individual with whom I was well acquaint- 
ed. For seven years he had been a religious mendicant. At 
length he read a Christian tract entitled «' A Precept to the 
Inhabitants of this Part of the World, by the Missionaries." 
** By studying it," said he, '• I found there was a great differ- 
ence between the notions I had imbibed and the virtuous pre- 
cepts contained in that book ; I plainly saw that my former 
way was all deception, and that tiiis book pointed out a bet- 
ter." He embraced that better way, and is now a preacher 
of the gospel. 



[For the Youth's Dayspring.] 
THE NESTOEIAN GIEL AND HER MOTHER. 
Will the readers of the Dayspring permit me to tell them 
a short story ? During the recent revival at Oroomiah, a 
Tacation occurred in our Female Seminary, during which 
many of the pious members were very indefatigable in their 
prayers and efforts for the salvation of their friends. One 
of them, Hdny, a very lovely Nestorian girl, about fifteen 
years of age, who had, for some time, spent hours in a day 
in praying for the conversion of her widowed mother, a har- 
dened, wicked woman, could hardly cease entreating that 
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mother, with strong crying and tears, to he reconciled to 
God, when she personally witnessed her worldliness and 
impenitence at home* The mother, at length wearied with 
warnings, entreaties and prayers, one day rudely rehuked 
her weeping daughter, in the following terms : — " Enough, 
enough. Stop your praying and weeping for me. You will 
cry yourself hlind." The dutiful daughter, in unutterable * 
anguish of spirit, meekly replied, " O moihtry it seems to me 
that I would gladly become blind, if thereby you might be 
brought to Christ!^ 

I suppose that some of the youthful readers of the Day- 
spring, who are hopefully pious, have parents who are still 
the enemies of God. Are those youth and children as 
earnest, in their prayers and efforts for the salvation of their 
parents, as this pious Nestorian girl ? 

Truly yours, J. Perkins 



LETTER FROM AINTAB. 
The readers of the Dayspring wiU remember what was said 
last month about Aintab, and the interesting circumstances 
linder which Mr. and Mrs. Schneider went there. They will 
be glad to read a letter from Mrs. Schneider, containing some 
accoimt of their labors among the people. 

Aintab, Northern Syria, 
My dear young Friends, — I should like to give you some 
idea of the number and variety of meetings held among this 
people from week to week. I do not anticipate being able, 
however, to convey «on paper exactly the impression that per- 
sonal observation would give. 

In the first place, on Sabbath morning a prayer«meeting is 
held at an early hour at the usual place of worship, attended 
by natives alone. At a still later hour, Bible classes are held 
in different sections throughout the congregation ; the lesson 
being prepared by one of us previously. The neighbors around 
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the place where these circles are gathered, though not mnch 
interested in the truth, are induced, sometimes hy curiosity 
and sometimes by other reasons, to attend; and are thus 
brought under the influence of the gospel. Some are occa- 
sionally present, who have not sufficient moral courage to 
attend our pubUo exercises, (as yet feeling unwilling to be 
known as Protestants,) but are induced to attend these neigh- 
borhood meetings. 

While the Bible classes are in session, a Sabbath school is in 
operation, the female part of which is under Mrs. Smith's and 
my instruction. The boys are taught by the teachers of the 
day-schooL Next to the Sabbath school comes the morning 
service, attended in two places for the want of a place of wor- 
ship large enough for all. Mr. Schneider attends one, and 
Dr. Smith the other ; and in the afternoon they ** exchange 
pulpits." On Tuesday evening a public lecture is preached. 
On Wednesday the native sisters meet for prayer and mutual 
assistance. On Thursday evening another public lecture is 
preached. On Friday a female prayer-meeting is held, which 
Mrs. Smith and myself attend. A large number are usually 
present, sometimes as many as forty. Of these fifteen are 
willing to lead in prayer, if requested to do so. On Saturday 
evening there is another public lectiure held. In addition to 
these, there is the monthly concert and church meetings ; and 
singing meetings are attended from time to time. Our two 
mission families have attempted to divide the labors of pas- 
toral visiting as equally as possible. We attach much im- 
portance to this means of usefulness, as we come in contact 
with some who would not voluntarily come within the circle 
of our influence. 

In these visits, very few worldly subjects are introduced. 
The Scriptures are read and discussed, and the interview is 
closed with prayer. The neighbors gather in and listen. 
These visits remind me of " conference meetings " in Amer- 
ica. The simple-minded but religious people have but very 
little concern with what is transpiring in the world abroad, at 
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to the arrival and d^Mirtnre of steamen in eertain placefly 
whether this ns^on is the yanquisher or yanquished In irar, 
<K any thing respecting new inyentions and discoyeries. Tki» 
they know, and to a deep degrm they are eentible of, thai they have 
deathleee sottk, and dtat it is their duty to secure thekr titie clear to 
heaven. The natiye brethren have their own.B7Btem of organ- 
izatioa with r^ard to yisiting from hou^e to house. Earnest 
discussions take place in the bazars, in their workshops, as 
well as in their own and each others' houses. The Bible is 
the jfirst, the seoond and the last book they refer to in the set- 
tlement of a religious question. They seem to be hitngering 
and thirsting for the bread and waters tji life, and ** witii joy 
they draw water out of the wells of salyation." 

Yours affectionately, E. C. A. SoHNsnas. 



[For the Youth's Dayspring.] 
MEETING OF A JUVENILE ASSOCIATION. 
The quarterly meeting of the Juvenile Missionary Society, 
embracing the Sabbath school and others connected with the 
First Congregational church of Rockville, Ct., was held on 
Sabbath evening, July 14th. The children, with their parents 
and teachers, assembled in the church, and the evening was 
spent in exercises suited to the comprehension of children, — 
some of which were the following, viz : — 

1. Singing by the children. 

2. Then the report of the finandal concerns ; fixnn which it 
appeared, that since the last quarterly meeting a remittance 
of twenty dollars had been made to Rev. H. M. Scudder, 
Madras, — leaving a balance in the treasury of more than ten 
dollars. 

3. After this report, an interesting address was made to the 
children by Rev. Mr. Hyde of Bolton. He reminded them 
cf their heath^i origin, by their having a 5tm-day and a 
Jfon-day among the names of the days of the week ; both 
words having thek origin in the worship of the sun and the 
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moon b J our aoofistors. He urged it upon the children that 
they should care for the perishing heathen of the preaetU day, 
and that they should do all in their power tb remove from 
them the delusion under which'they now suffer. 

In the course of the evening a number of resolutiona, 
brought in by the children, were read. They wejre such as 
the following : 

*< lUaolvedf That I wUl do all I can for the spread of the 
gospel among the poor heathen children. 

** That I will know more of the luxury of doinff good. 

*« That I will save my money for the future, to send mis- 
sionaries to teach the poor heathen children. 

** That as I grow up to be a man, I will try to form such 
habits as will prove a blessing to others." 

One of the papers found among the resolutions expressed 
the hope that the children would be requested to write mis- 
sionary texts of Scripture, and hand them in to be read at the 
next quarterly meeting. 

An interesting letter from our missionary, Rev. H. M. 
Scudder, was read ; and the beautiful picture accompanying 
it was held up and explained, to the great interest of all. In 
connection with this letter, a fact found in the *< London 
Times," showing the great difficulty of raising cotton in India, 
was mentioned. The fact was this : — The ploughs used by 
the natives of India, it is well known, are exceedingly rude 
and clumsy things, and miserably adapted to prepare the soU 
for seed. An English plough was sent them by an agent, and 
its use shown to the natives, who appeared delighted with its 
labor-saving and other good qualities. As soon, however, as 
the agent had left, the natives took the plough, and having 
painted it red, they set it on end, and worshiped it as a god ; 
and, of course, they would not employ their god in preparing 
the ground to receive the cotton-seed. 

Thcinterest felt in this Society by the children, teacherf 
and parents, is not diminishing, but is constantly and steadUy 
on the advance. 
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THE MISSIONARY MOTHER TO HER CHILD. 

Ainon^ all the trials of missioniries, there is none greater than their beioc 
compelled to send their children away from tbem. ' Their parents think 
they cannot be properly brought up in a heathen laud, because they are sur- 
ruunded there with ko inuny vile jpenons and are in danger of learning from 
them all kind^ of wickednesv. These beautiful lines from the Blissionary 
R 'pository will show you what a mother's feelings are, when she thus parts 
with her dear children. >^he finds it hard, very hard, to give the last kiss and 
bid them farewell, but yet the love of Christ is stronger in her soul than ber 
love tu her own children ; and she can say, as a misstonRry mother once did 
in India, while standing on the shoie of the sea and lookio£ at ber litfle ones 
ready to sail for her native land, "Jesus, I make this sacrifice for thee." 

Come, dear one, oh ! come to thy mother awhile, 
Let me look in thv gentle blue eyes while I may, 

Let me sun my sad heart in the light of thy smile, 
And know the full joy of a mother to-day. 

Not long may'st thou pillow thy head on my breast. 
Not long may thy voice fill with music mine ear, 

Some arm — not thy mother's — must fold thee to rest. 
Some hand — not thy mother's — must wipe oflf thy tear. 

For perils encompass thy birth-place, my child, 
Thy cradle is shadowed by error's dark tree, 

The air is all poison — the storms here are wild^ 
The land of the heathen is no home for the.e. 

1 would weep, but I must not — I knew we must part. 
And to meet perhaps never again 'neath the sun ;— 

But where wilt thou wander, O lov'd of my heart ? 
And who will befriend thee, my motherless one ? 

Hush, faithless forebodings ! the dove found its way 
To the ark of its rest o'er the sea-desert wild ; 

And the angel that suffer'd not Hagar to stray — 
The covenant angel— will watch o'er my child. 

And the hearts of God's children with pity will glow. 
When they know thou art orphaned, and look in thy face ; 

The tears of all mothers for thy sake will flow, 
AIL fathers shall claim thee, and yield thee embrace. 

Oh ! ricb are the sheaves of the harvest they'll bind, 
Who bless such as thou in the name of the Lord, 

Not a hand stretched to help thee but treasure will find, 
Not a cup of cold water shall lose it« reward. 

Then be happy, my child ! and be happy, my heart ! 

I shall hear thy sweet voice 'mong the angels ere long ; 
And the strangers that bless thee shall all take their part. 

But thy mouUr the loudest shall join in the song. 
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THE FEATHEKED WAR-GOD. 

In the museum at the Missionary House, Boston, are manjr 
idols, which have been collected from different heathen na- 
tions. They make a very strange appearance, being of all 
shapes and sizes, from an image not larger than your finger 
to one cut out of the trunk of a tree, and taller than a man. 
They are most of them hideous monsters. It seems as if the 
makers of them had read the Second Commandment, and 
taken pains to get no "likeness of any thing that is in 
heaven above, or that is in the earth beneath, or that is in. 
the water under the earth." These idols are of brass, 
wood or stone, some of them standing, some sitting, some 
mounted on dragons, and not a few of them naked, while 
others are gaudily dressed up like dolls. 

One of the most interesting of this group is the War- 
God of the Sandwich Islands. It is about two feet high, 
and represents only the head and shoulders. It is covered 
with small red and yellow feathers, which are procured from 
a certain species of bird on the Islands. Formerly, the 
king and queen and a few of the nobles wore mantles, made 
of these feathers, which were valued at a very high pric&^ 
The mouth of the god extends from ear to ear, and shows ai 
double row of fierce teeth. The eyes are made of mother 
of pearl, and are large and staring. 
11 
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This idol used to be always kept by the high priest of the 
king. He pretended to learn from it at what time the peo- 
ple should go to battle ; and when they met their enemies, 
he held it up before their eyes, to encourage them in th» 
midst of the fight. Their war-songs are full of the praises 
of this god. When the idpls were destroyed in the Islands, 
an old chief, who had great reverence for the feathered wa?- 
god, and was not at all willing to have it perish, took it and 
hid it away. He has preserved it nearly ever since with 
great care, worshiping it in secret with a few others, who 
would not give up their vain idolatry. At last, finding that 
he oould conceal it no longer, he sold it to the captain of a 
vessel, who brought it to this country. And now it is to be 
seen as a specimen of what the Sandwich Islanders once 
ottlledGod. 

How different from the God they worship now. Those 
poor naked savages have listened to the heralds of the 
"Prince of Peace.** Wars and fightings have ceased among 
them. Their swords have been beaten into ploughshares, 
«nd their spears into pruning-hooks. No altars now smoke 
there with human sacrifices. Many thousands of them have 
been seen sitting, and clothed, and in their right mind at 
Jesus' feet Many of them, too, have gone to a world of 
peace above, where they will sing the praises of redeeming 
lore forever and ever. 



A HINT TO BOYS. 



In one of the towns of Ohio is a boy who spends some of 
his leisure time at work in a tan-house. In this way he occa- 
sionally earns a calfskin, which he cuts into strips and braids 
into whiplashes. By tliis means he is able to lay up six 
dollars a year for the missionary cause. He and a young 
fHend of his have lately agreed together to give up every 
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Saturday afternoon to Foreign Missions; and to raise, if 
possible, within the year, the sum of twenty doUars. At the 
end of two months they had kept their resolution, and had 
on hand five dollars and thirty-seven cents. 

Well done, boys. Go on in the good work you have 
begun. While trying to bless others, you will yourselves 
be blessed. Follow these efibrts with your prayers that 
God will prosper the missionary cause ; and when you be- 
come men, if you are called to so high and holy a work, go 
yourselves to the heathen, to preach to them Jesus Christ 
and him crucified. 



MY FIRST PENNY. 



Early one morning, a little boy, about five years old, on 
awaking from sleep, looked up, and, on seeing his father, 
said, "Papa, I am going to put my penny into Sie mission- 
ary-box." Papa said to his little son, " Who told you to put 
your penny into the missionary-box ? " " Nobody but my- 
self," was the ready reply of the juvenile subscriber to the 
mission fund. But what penny was this that he called his 
ifwn penny ? I will tell our dear little friends something 
about it. It was the f.rst penny that this little boy ever 
gained by his industry. But you would like to know what 
he worked at to get a penny for his wages ? Well, here is 
a copy of a bill given him by his teacher : " Master E- — 
has merited the sum of one penny. Payment on demand ! " 
He had worked hard at his lessons, and so kept at the top 
of his class for a certain time, for which he obtained a 
penny ; and this penny he gave to God, to help to make him 
known to the poor heathens, who know him not, and are 
dying in their sins. It was but a small sum ; but^ like the 
widow's two mites, it was all he had in the world that he 
could call his own ; and he gave it of his own free will, and 
with evident pleasure : and you know " the Lord loveth a 
cheerful giver." You may be sure that his papa and mamma 
were delighted with what their little boy did. And so will 
you make the heart of your papa and manmia glad, if yon 
follow his example, and go and do likewise. — Jreileyan Jtir. 
Offering. 



l«4 
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8rVA'8 TEMPLE. 
Here you bare an engraving of the great Temple of Tan- 
jore, in the south of India. It is sacred to the god Siva, and 
one of the handsomest in that country. The grand tower^ 
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which rises abore the trees on the left, is nearly as high as 
Bunker Hill Monument, and is in the form of a pyramid. In 
the covered porch of the T^mple is the image of the bull 
Nandi, on which Siva is said to ride. It is carved out of black 
granite, sixteen feet long and about thirteen high, and execu- 
ted with much beauty. In some of the religious processions, 
a sacred bull is led through the streets of the city. The Hin- 
doos place rice and other articles before their door at that 
time, thinking that if the bull stop to taste, the blessing of 
Siva will rest upon them. Such a blessing is very easily ob- 
tained, and is good for nothing when you get it. 

At one of the festivals in honor of Siva, his worshipers first 
wander round the streets with horns and drums, making most 
shameful noises. Then two posts having been set up, on the 
top of which is a strong bar, these poor idolaters hang them- 
selves by their feet from the bar, with their head downwards. 
A fire is kindled underneath them, into which rosin is thrown 
to make it bum more fiercely, and thus the head is completely 
wrapped in smoke and scorched by the flame. The next day 
the worshipers dance and roU themselves on thistles and other 
prickly plants. They also throw their bodies on beds of sharp 
knives, and walk among burning ashes, and torture themselves 
- in other ways. 

And what is all this for ^ In their foolishness they think 
they shall thus gain the pardon of their sins, and a ticket 
which wiU carry them safe over the Jordan of death and into 
the gate of heaven. Miserable men ! How mistaken will they 
find themselves at the last. Burning and cutting the body 
cannot make the heart holy. Only the blood of Jesus can 
save us, and that will wash away our vilest sins. But these 
heathen know nothing of Jesus. They have no Bible. They 
had no mother to teach them in infancy. They are in a land 
of the shadow of death. O children, pity them. Pray for 
them. Ask others to pity and pray for them. Let it not be 
that so many millions of them should go down to ruin, when 
they might rise and be happy in heaven and dwell with God 
forever. 
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THE WILD LION OF THE DESERT. 

AMcaner was a Hottentot chie^ who was once the terror 
of all South Africa, and bor« the name of the " wild lion of 
the desert/' He ranged to and &o, attacking those who came 
in his way, plundering the neighboring tribes of their cattle, 
and often putting the men, women and children to a merdleat 
death. So bold and successful was he in his robberies, that a 
thousand dollars were offered to any one who would shoot 
him. Among other deeds of blood, he attacked a missionary 
station, burned the chapel and drove the people into the de«- 
ert. This dreadful scene is exhibited in one part of the accom- 
panying engraving. 

But Africaner, wicked as he was, was not too wicked i% 
come to the Lord Jesus Christ, When he afterwards heard 
the gospel preached by the missionary, he bent forward to 
catch the strange sound. New feelings were wakened up in 
his soul. Tears of sorrow ran down his cheeks, and he was 
soon found " clothed and in his right mind " at Jesus' feet. 
He threw away his weapons of war, became an eminent child 
of God, and labored more zealously in his service than he had 
ever done in the service of the devil. You will see him in 
the other part of the engraving praying by the sick bed of » 
poor woman, and directing her to the Savior of sinners. 

Africaner, when dying, begged his people to live in peace ; 
and added, ** My former life was stained with blood, but Jesus 
Christ has pardoned me and I am going to heaven." Soon 
after he breathed out his life in the arms of the Savior, and 
was carried to a world of glory. There he is now, and there 
he win be to all eternity, one of the midtitude who have beem 
redeemed from every nation, and who cry, «* Worthy the 
Lamb." 



ISAAC, THE ESQUIMAUX. 

An Esquimaux, named Kaineck, was a wild, barbarous 
heathen. Once, he struck a boy so severely, that he lamed 
iiim for life ; another time, he made a long journey to mur- 
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der some of his eoaotryoien who had offended him : and 
when the missionaries came into his neighborhood to preach 
the gospel, he burned down the hut they lived in. But God 
ean change the lion into a lamb • He proved this in the case 
of Kaiaeck. When the gospel was preached, he often 
heard it with deep conviction, but he tried to drive the im- 
pression from his heart At last, it was too strong for him. 
He obeyed the Truth ; he humbled himself before G^ ; he 
acknowledged his sins, and found peace and pardon through 
the blood of Jesus. From this time, he was quite an alteiid 
man, soft, gentle, teachable, and kind. He asked to be re- 
oeived into the church ; and with this request the missionary 
and the brethren gladly complied. On entering the church, 
he took the name of Isaac. 

It is sometimes the case, that heathens who at first prom- 
ise fair, fall back again to their old customs. But it was far 
otherwise witli Isaac, for he showed many proofs of being a 
true Christian. Above all things, he loved the word of God, 
and the ordinances of the gospel. In Greenland, however, 
one does not go to the house of the Lord along smooth 
roads, or across beautiful meadows, or through green fields, 
as in England, but the journey is always difficult, and some- 
times dangerous. Isaac lived a good way off from the mis- 
sion station, so that, in the long winders, he had oflen to 
travel amidst snow and storms, in his sledge, drawn by a 
reindeer, over the ice-covered fields, or the frozen bosom of 
the sea. Sometimes the cold was almost unbearable, while 
he and his sledge were covered with a mantle of snow. We 
must also not forget that for many weeks, in the midst of a 
Greenland winter, the sun does not show his face from be- 
hind the mountains, and that long, deep night rests upon all 
nature. But Isaac was not hindered by all this from going 
to the house of the Lord. His love for the word of his 
Savior was greater than his fears of the stormy weather. 
In sunmier he had a long way to travel by sea to chapeL 
The Greenlanders have curious little boats, in which they 
cross the bays and arms of the sea. They are small wooden 
frames, covered with the skins of seals, and as closely shut 
up as a chest, having only a round hole in the upper part, 
into which the boatman creeps, as far as his middle, leaving 
his arms free to use the paddles. In such a canoe Isaac 
had to make many dangerous voyages, of several hours long, 
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to zeach the house of God. The waves sometimes nised 
him high upon their tops, and again would his frail vessel 
sink down, as if it would he huried in the deep. But Isaac 
feared not ; he continued his Voyage through every danger 
and weariness, till it was ended. He was going to worship 
God, and to hear of Jesus. Many times great masses of ice 
drove against his little canoe, yea, whole islands of ice, 200 
or 300 wet high, amongst which he must ms^e his way, 
while they threatened to crush him to pieces. At other 
times he had to pass through a frost-mist, which, towards 
the end of summer, rises from the sea, when it begins to 
freeze, so thick and sharp, that both the hands and eyes of 
those exposed to it lose their use and power. But all this 
could not keep Isaac from chapel, for he could say with 
David : " How amiable are thy tabernacles, O Lord God of 
Hosts ! My soul longeth, yea, even fainteth, for the courts 
of the Lord!" 

Three years after his conversion he was taken to his eter- 
nal ]}ome. We have received no account of his last hours ; 
but who can doubt that " the end of that man was peace ? " 
~%/ttv. Miss, Mag. 



[For the Youth^s Dayspring.] 

AN AFRICAN CHIEF. 

IJttmif South Africa, 
Our hearts were lately made sad by hearing of the sudden 
death (d a native chief. When this station was commenced, 
(about two and a half years ago,) this chief was one of our 
most constant and pimctual hearers. Indeed, he frequently 
came early on Sabbath morning, so as to be present at our 
fiunily devotions, and through the day conducted with great 
propriety, frequently stiUing those who were disposed to be 
noisy and tumultuous. "When the people were first called 
together to attend meeting, we are told that he went around 
among the people of his tribe, informing them of the call, and 
urging them to attend. And when, a few weeks after, public 
notice was given that a school would be opened the next day, 
and the people were invited to send their children, he volim- 
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tarily rose in the assembly and urged the people to comply 
with the invitation. So far all was well. We had reason to 
believe he was friendly to our ♦operations, and we hoped that 
one so apparently candid would be among the first to embrace 
the gospel. I had frequent conversations with him on reli* 
gion ; but though he always listened with respectful attention, 
I could never perceive that he felt any special personal inter- 
est in the truth. 

About a year after this, he suddenly and secretly removed 
with his family to another part of the country. We were 
greatly surprised at his removal, as we had thought him 
Mendly to ourselves and our work, and we could think of no 
good reason why he should leave the neighborhood. The 
reasons given for his removal by the people of his tribe were 
so various and contradictory, that we could place no depend- 
ence on them. We however conjectured, and that conjecture 
has since been confirmed by the testimony of native converts, 
that for some cause he wished to run away from the truth. 
Soon after our arrival at the station he was taken sick. Three 
of his family were also taken, one after another, and the dis- 
ease of some of them lingered along for several months. This 
dark-minded and superstitious heathen thought there was 
some connection between these sicknesses and his living near 
a missionary ; and that if he were farther away from the influ- 
ences of white men and of the gospel, himself and fanuly 
would enjoy better health. Whether his hopes in this respect 
were realized, I do not know, as I have not seen hira, and 
have heard of him but seldom since he left this region. 

Yesterday news came that this chief had been bitten by a 
serpent called Umanibo, and had met with a sudden death. 
With scarcely a moment's warning, he was hurried from time 
into eternity. What were his feelings in that awful moment, 
we have no means of knowing. 

The TJmambo is one of the most venemous of seix)ents. The 
natives say that its bite is always fatal ; that the person or 
animal bitten frequently drops down and dies on the spot, and 
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seldom if ever liyes m<ae than fifteen or twenty minutes, 
fortunately, this species of serpent is rare. I have lived in 
the country nearly three and, a half years, but have never 
seen one, and certainly have no desira to make their acquaint- 
ance. 

Through the goodness of God, most of the youthful readers 
of the Dayspring are secure from such deadly serpents. But 
there is another evil still more terrible, from which they are 
in constant and imminent danger. That evil is sin. The 
umambo kills the body only ; sin destroys the soul. The pain 
caused by the umambo is soon over ; the torments of unre- 
pented sin endure forever and ever. J. C. Bbyant. 



THE TAHITIAN CHILD AND HIS MOTflER. 

Little Teilio was a Tahitian. He had a mother who loved 
her Bible, and taught him to pray and to love God, though 
little more than thirty years ago there were no such mothers 
in Tahiti, but many who destroyed their children. His 
mother also taught him to love the house of God, and he did 
love it so much that he would be very sorry if he could not 
attend. 

Teilio, however, had but a weak body, and was often kept 
at home by sickness, even before he was seized with the 
illness which caused his death. During that illness, his 
mother watched over him with the most affectionate care, 
and was rewarded by the eagerness with which he listened 
to her instructions, and repeated the prayers she had taught 
him. Often when in pain he begged her to pray for him, 
and expressed his sorrow that now he could not be where he 
would like to be, — in the house of God. 

Every thing was done by his friends to save his life, but 
it pleased God to take him away from this state of sin and 
Borrow, to that blessed, blessed world where there is no pain. 
Shortly before his death, he looked at his mother, and said, 
" Health to you, mother, I am going." " Going where ? " 
said the mother. " Going to my Father," he replied. " Who 
is your Father ? ^ « God is my Father." « Will God take 
you, sinful as you are, for his child ? " " Yes ; I have begged 
him to do so, and he will." He then asked all to retire but 
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Ilis mother, whom he requested to raise him up while he 
prayed to his Savior to take him. After doing so, the litde 
boy laid himself down again, and went to his "Father* 
above. 

Observing some days after Teilio's death, that his motheiL 
when in her usual seat at chapel, wept very much, and did 
not sing, as was her habit, after the service, I said to her, 
" Why do you weep ? " " Because my dear child is absent 
from my side." " Would you, then, call him back, if you 
could ? ** " Oh no. He is happy where he is," she replied, 
" I would not call him back, but I must shed a few tears to 
his memory, for that I cannot help." 

This was a Tahitian mother, and a Tahitian child, not aa 
they were,, when the heart was frozen by the hardening influ- 
ence of heathenism. Thjcn tlie mother would have seen her 
own infant destroyed without pity and without an effort to 
save it. Nay, she would with her own hands have crushed 
her tenfler infant, and cast it from her. Mothers forgot their 
own Bweet babes, and smothered them in the grave. 

Wliat has made the difference between their past and 
pifesent state ? It is the blessed gospel, which we wish you 
to love, and then to send to the heathen, that it may teach 
all the cruel mothers in dark lands to love their children, to 
teach them to love the Savior, and even when they have 
gone to heaven, to shed a tear over their graves. — Juv. Miss, 
Magazine, 



OLD SALLY, THE TRACT HAWKER. 

A few years ago, a very poor and destitute woman called 
on a minister who then resided in the County of Kent She 
was very much distressed, very ignorant, and very poor. 
She needed help, but how was it to be given ? A kind lady 
thought she might be employed to sell tracts and religious 
books ; and, accordingly, a basket was bought, filled with 
tracts and good books, and Sally, for that was her name, 
sent out to sell them. Sally could not read, but the lady 
arranged the books in her basket so nicely for her, that she 
had no trouble in telling the people something about them. 
The first day she sold so many that she made a profit of two 
shillings, and got even more on following days, so that Old 
Sally was soon helped out of her difficulties and enabled to 
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keep herself. Her gratitttde to the lady was rery great^ 
and it was delightful to see how the poor woman valued 
every little effort that had been made in her behalf. A deal 
of good, too, Was done by Sally's books. 

One day she saw a lady on the sands. She looked very 
ill and very much distressed. Sally made up to her with 
her basket of books. " Will you buy a little book, ma'am ?** 
•*No!" was the lady's answer. "Oh yes!" said Sally, 
" there be books to suit all people," and pressed upon her 
notice a little book, entitled " Milk and Honey," which the 
lady bought. The book was read — it proved the means of 
comfort and blessing to the lady, and she ever after became 
a kind friend to Sally. 

On another occasion, Sally noticed another lady who 
seemed much cast down, and asked her to buy a book. 
** No, good woman, you have nothing that will do for me." 
•* Oh yes, I have ! " " What have you that will suit rae ? " 
•♦Oh, here's a beautiful book! 'JTesus showing Mercy,*** 
The title touched the lady's feelings. She bought it, read 
it, and received great good from it. She suffered great per- 
secution for her religion, but this little book was a never- 
failing source of comfort to her. 

Some young men went down to Ramagate for pUmsuiie- 
Sally marked them out and offered them her books. ■■* lliive 
you any good song-books ? " asked a youth one day. *^ Oh 
yes ! beautiful song-books indeed ! " said Sally, and held 
out « The Psalmist" and « Gems of Sacred Poetry." The 
last was bought, but the youth soon came back — " I say, 
you've sold me a Methodist book, and not a song-book." 
" A Methodist book, sir ; oh ! tliat be a great mistake ; it be 
a song-book, for it is. full of the blessed songs of Zion." 
The kind manner of the old woman and her clever replies 
so pleased the youth that he kept the book ; and who can 
tell but he too might find it a blessing to his soul. 

In this way Old Sally scattered abroad the seeds of the 
Kingdom. Every day on setting out she prayed to God for 
his blessing, and she got it. 

With much labor she learned to read ; and then her books 
were not only a blessing to others, but a great comfort to 
herself. At last she went to London ; and, when calUng on 
the minister who first helped her in her work, she was asked 
what Bights she wished to see. " Sights, sir ! Oh, I only 
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wish to 866 your chap6l, and the plaxse where they make ail 
the good books that I do sell ! " These wishes were soon 
satisfied ; and as she looked around on the pile of booki 
fillinff the shelves of the Tract Society's Depository, she 
was filled with wonder. " And now," she said, " I want to 
see the gentlemen who wrote these books." But that could 
not be ; and Sally returned to her home, to wait the day 
when she shall see them all, we hope, before God*s throne 
in heaven. There, young reader, may you meet them and 
her to talk over what you have done for Christ on earth. Be 
sure of this, in that great day the joys and glory of each 
wiD be, not that they conquered kingdoms, garnered wealth, 
or won high honors here, but that they did something to put 
bright jewels in the Savior's crown, and stock heaven with 
glorious saints. That something poor Sally did ; and if sho, 
in her poverty, her ignorance, and her meanness eould do it, 
cannot you ? Oh, yes ! Each can do something ! Young 
reader, do it — do it now. Do it with all your might And 
who can tell but that, with Sally and tki holy men who 
wrote her books, you too at last may shine m the brightness 
of heaven forever. — Misa. JSTewapaper. 



[For the Youth's Bayspring.] 
A NESTOBIAN GELEBBATION. 
My Dear Young Friends, — ^Yesterday was the day on which 
the Nestorians celebrate the entrance of our Savior into Jeru> 
salem a few days before his crucifixion, when the people 
spread their garments in the way and cried, ** Hosanna to the 
Son of David." You can read about it in the 2 let chapter of 
Matthew. The Nestorians assemble early in the morning on 
that day in their churches, and have the sacrament. It is a 
good opportunity for preaching the gospel. Early yesterday 
morning I went to Charbash, a village only a mile firom the 
city. When I reached the church, though the sun had but 
just risen, I found they had commenced the services, and were 
giving the element of bread to some small children. The 
church, an ancient and venerable building, was full, several 
hundred people having assembled, and all were standing. The 
Priest, seeing me come in, knew that my errand was to preach, 
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andy handing me a Bible, he suspended the services to give 
me an opportunity to speak. I chose for a subject these words : 
••The blood of Jesus Christ, his Son, cleanseth us from aU sin," 
end preached Christ as the only hope of the sinner, and the 
folly and sin of trusting in good works. You know that most 
Christians in the East trust to their fasts, prayers, churches, 
idms, &c., more than to Christ. I was speaking on this sub- 
ject, and urging the people to put their trust in Christ, — be- 
cause his blood alone cleanseth from sin, — ^when an old man, 
who has made a pilgrimage to Jerusalem, and who thinks 
there was great merit in it, spoke out and said, ** That is just 
what we do ; we smite our breasts daily, and pray, * O mighty 
God, may the blood of Christ wash away our sins/ " I then 
laid, "Very well, but yoii must do something more; you 
xhust repent of your sins, you must forsake them, or they wiU 
all stand writtjgi against you. The blood of Christ will not 
wash them away, if you continue to love and practice them, 
&c.'* After I had finished speaking, they resumed the services 
of the sacrament. Each one came up to the Priest, who put 
a piece of bread into his mouth, and then he went to a Dea- 
con, standing near by, who gave the cup. As fast as they par- 
took of the sacrament, they retired from the house. After 
offering a silent prayer that God would bless to some souls the 
few words spoken in weakness, I left the church and returned 
home, reflecting, as I went along, on the sad fact, that proba- 
bly few, very few of that large company of professed Chris- 
tians had any interest in Christ. There are, I rejoice to say, 
many bright places in these Nestorian villages, and many who 
were once vile and lost that are now singing the praises of 
Kedeeming love. But there are many more who are yet 
strangers to the way of life. Do remember them. Do pray 
for them. We want money to help us in our schools and in 
our different labors, and we want missionaries to help us 
gather in the harvest. But there is, after all, nothing we need 
80 much as prayer. 

Yourij truly, A. H. "Wright. 
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LITTLE HENRY'S WISH. 

Hbney.-^I often think I'd like to be 

A missionary man : 
Mamma, while sitting on your knee, 

Do tell me if I can. 
Ton say, the heathen do not know 

Of Jesus and his love ; 
I*d like to them that Savior show, 

Who died, but lives above. 

Tou say, that many a little child, 

As young as I am now, 
Is murder'd by its parent wild : 

They're not so kind, like you. 
Ah ! when I hear this Sad, sad tale, 

I make my little plan 
To go away and leave you all — 

A missionary man. - ' 

MAMKA.-^And would my Henry like to find 

His way across the sea, 
And leave his parents far behind 

Alone, that he might be 
A holy missionary man ? 

I like your thought, my dear ; 
I*d never seek to change your plan. 

Though 'twould be hard to bear. 

But place your trust in Jesus* hand« 

And He *11 direct your way, 
Perhaps to some far distant land, 

Perhaps in this to stay. 
There's missionary work to do, 

Wherever you may roam ; 
To the poor heathen few could go. 
To sympathize with their sad wo, 

If none would help at home. 

Jitv. Mitt. Mag. 

P&BSS OP T. B. MABYIN, 24 C0NQBE8S 8T&BBT, BOSTON. 
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TO THB 

SUPERINTENDENTS OF SABBATH SCHOOLS. 
It is pleasant to hear from so many quarters that the Day- 
spring is every-where a favorite with the children, and 
waking up among them a missionary spirit The circulation 
is now more than forty thousand copie^ a month, and is 
gradually increasing. But it might be much larger. Ottght 
it not to be ? Not half the children belonging to our Sab- 
bath schools ever see it, or any other missionary publication. 
Each number will, the coming year, have two engravings, 
and no pains be spared to make it attractive. It is put at 
the low price of ten copies for a dollar, so that no child may 
be unable to take it on account of his poverty. Will not the 
Superintendents of Sabbath schools seek to introduce it 
among their scholars? And will not those children who 
prize the Dayspring, each of them find one new subscriber ? 
^ If all would exert themselves, we might begin the year with 
the monthly circulation of one hundred thousand copies ! It 
18 only when children read about missions that they will 
become interested in them. And if interested in them when 
yoong, they will grow up active and warm-hearted laborers 
13 
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in the cause. Shall we not see here, in America, something 
of the same zeal which purchased and fitted out the John 
Williams, an account of which is given below ? 




THE MISSIONARY SHIP. 

The missionary ship ! Have you ever heard of the mis- 
sionary ship ? Can you tell why she was purchased, who 
contributed the money, and what she has been doing these 
aix years past ? If you cannot, and would like to know, 
you shall have the whole stcwy. 

Many years ago, the London Missionary Society sent out 
missionaries among tlie tliousands of beautiful islands in 
the South seas. They went to many a savage tribe, and 
told them the story of the cross. But the islands are scores, 
and some of them hundreds of miles apart, and the mission- 
aries wanted, at least once a year, a supply of food, clothes, 
medicines, books, and other comforts which they could not 
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vht&ia among those degraded people. They found that 
without a missionary ship, to go back and forth for this pur* 
pose, they could not live there, and that many of the sta* 
tions must be given up. 

So the directors of the Society determined to have a ship 
to send on these errands of mercy. For a while they used 
a vessel called the Camden ; but this became old and crazy, 
and could not be trusted. Then the directors wrote an 
address to the Sabbath school children of Great Britain, and 
asked them for their help. 

When the children heard what was wanted, they set 
themselves, all over the land, with wonderful zeal to accom* 
plish it They called on their parents and uncles and aunts 
and friends to give something towards the missionary ship. 
Vou will be delighted to hear how successful they were. 
Two girls in one town, who worked in a factory, collected 
money during their dinner hour, sometimes even going 
without their dinner. In a week they had got nearly four 
dollars. And so it was in a thousand other places. 

But the children did not merely beg from others. They 
gave from tlieir own little hoards, and increased them by 
their self-denying labors. One little fellow, six years old, 
said, ^* I have a shilling and a sixpence and a penny ; and I 
will give the shilling and the penny for the missionary ship." 
Two boys, who had each a half crown, were determined to 
give their all. One said, " I am glad I have so much to 
give " ; and when somebody told him he had better keep 
sixpence for the holidays, he replied, " No, I should only 
spend it for some trifle that would not do me much good ; 
and I love to help buy the dear missionaries a ship to carry 
them over the waters, so that they may preach Christ to the 
heathen." A little girl, mis^aWy poor, whose patents were 
without work, came and said, " Teachwr^ hsce 's a penny for 
the missionary ship.** ( When told that she was too p(^or to 
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vpend the money, she replied with the simplicity of a pieto 
child, ** I have earned it myself.'' 

In a Word, every Sabbath school wanted a plank or two 
in this new ship. Contributions came in by hundreds «ad 
thousands, and it was not long before the children had 
raised thirty thousand dollars. This was enough to buy a 
new vessel and fit her out for sea. She was called the 
^* John Williams," af^r the excellent missionary who was 
murdered at Erromanga in the South seas ; and as she was 
launched and spread her sails to the breeze and bore her 
precious freight from the shores of England, the prayer 
went up to heaven from many a youthful heart, " God bless 
our missionary ship." 

This was six years ago, and ever since that time ^ John 
Williams has been going to and fro, carrying missionanes 
to their fields of labor, bringing their children home to Ekig^ 
land to be educated, and scattering blessings all along its 
track. As it heaves in sight of a missionary station, among 
« the green isles of the Pacific, the heart of the care-worn 
missionary dances for joy. The pious natives too, in the 
South seas, take much delight in this ship. They call her 
the "Torch of Truth," the " Beacon Light," the " Messen- 
ger of Peace," and the " Ark of the New Covenant," and 
many other beautiful names; and when she leaves their 
shores, they freight her with cocoa-nut oil and arrow-root, 
which they give as their contribution to help on the blessed 
work. 

See what can be done when the heart is interested. Here 
you have " a living monument of the mighty power of littles." 
Thirty thousand dollars in one year from Sabbath school 
scholars ! A ship built and fitted out by children I How 
happy they must be to think of it How much more ble^Mied 
it it to ^ve than to receive. What Samsons will tb^. ^ 
oone in the missioBaiy cause, if they go on abov^dinf «p»re 
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•iidi mcne In their oontribotioai m thejr gxow 19 ti> iiiif»> 
hood* 

Now, after reading this accoiq^ how much will the three 
hundred thousand children i^ our Sabbath schools determine 
to give this coming year ? If each one were to contribute 
hot ten eenUf what would the whole sum be ? Is there any 
one that cannot give so much as that? Is there any one 
that would not rejoice thus to contribute his mite to save a 
lost world ? 



[For the Youth's Dajipiing.] 
LTETLB ADDISON'S POTATOES. 
Little Addison is five years dd. He thinks much aboot 
the poor heathen. Last sjning his mother gave him tfat 
parings of some potatoes taken off before they were cooked. 
He planted them in the back yard. They grew finely, and 
he sold them for twenty-five cents, which he wishes to send 
to the poor heathen, that they may be '* taught better." 

Yours, R. Tatlok. 

iS&retM&ury, JV*. /. 



THE TWO LITTLE BLIND GIBLS. 

In Aintab are two little bliAd girls who are ccmimitting to 
memory the New Testament. Both of them live in fimulies 
who do not love the gospel, and their fiiends have tried all 
that threats and beating can do to prevent them listening or 
loamuqg ; but they have persevered until their Mends have be- 
come weary, and have concluded to let them do as they please. 

We now give two other little girls three cents a month each, 
for teaching them daily a portion of the Testament One has 
In this way committed to memory all of the book of Matthew, 
and a part of Mark ; the other has sufibred more from perse- 
cution, and has not been able, until recently, to obtssn Ubcrty 
toleam, but ^e can repeat the first ten chapters ef Matthew 
ymf aoearately. This girl very seldMs listens to assMMft 
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wiChcmi •bedding teais, ■ometames <m accoimt of her own tin- 
fulness, and sometimes on account of the loye Christ show* 
to skmers. We often think we see in her evidence <^ a re* 
newed heart, and we trust bfefore long we shall hear her using 
the following portion of Scripti&e in a spiritual sense, ** One 
thing I know, that, whereas I was blind, now I see/' 

There lives in the same town with these little girls, «* The 
Blind Sage," whose picture may be seen in the Youth's Day- 
spring for May, 1850. He now acts as teacher in the Protest- 
ant school, and, with two associates, teaches more than a^un- 
dred and fifty pupils. The cost of teaching these Armenian 
children is less than eight cents a month ! What little boy or 
girl cannot give as much money at each monthly concert ? or 
at least three cents, to pay for teaching one of these little blind 
•girls } Is this more than every child should give, as a token 
of his thankfulness to God for the constant preservation <^ 
hi» eye-sight i 

Amtab. C. I. Smith. 



YOUNG CRUSADERS. 
Several hundred years ago, the people of Europe set about 
recovering Jerusalem and the land of Palestine from the 
Mohammedans. Those who joined the armies carried a 
^cross as their badge and standard, and hence were called 
Crusaders. During the famous siege of Antioch by the 
Christian armies, the bo|pgpf the Saracens on the one side, 
and of the Crusaders on the other, armed with sticks for 
lances and stones for arrows, would sally, some ftpn the 
besieged town, and then some from the camp, and under 
leaders of their own choice, would advance in regular 
squadrons, and fight with the utmost earnestness in sight of 
the two armies. And when the Crusaders were cut off in 
battle, or by the pestilence, the children held on their 
couise^ and showed a power of enduring fatigue and priv»> 
tion equal to the most hardy warriors. 



Now, children, you have heen baptized in the name of 
Jesus, the great Captain of our salvation. The badge of 
the cross is upon you. You belong to the same host with . 
your Christian parents ; and while they live and after they 
are dead, you have something to do and to suffer for Christ 
Will you not go forth, taking branches of palm trees, and 
crying, Hosanna ! Blessed is the King of Israel, that Com- 
eth in the name of the Lord ? 

Thou, therefore, my son, be strong in the grace that is in 
Jesus Christ Thou, therefore endure hardness, as a good 
soldier of Jesus Christ 



[For the Youth's Dayspring.] 

m THE MORNING SOW THY SEED. 

A little girl six years old, who had been often told about 
the Savior, went with her father and mother to a religious 
festival. Little Maria listened with much interest to every 
thing which was said during the day, kneeling when prayer 
was offered, and showing by her serious look and manner 
that her thoughts were going upward to heaven. Towards 
evening, her mother had some occasion for entering her 
room, and found her on her knees, her little hands clasped 
and her lips moving in silent prayer to that Savior, who 
once took little children in his atps and blessed them. A 
few days after, her father found her alone in the same posi- 
tion, aat so much engaged in conversing with God that she 
did not notice him as he came in. Both her parents have 
given her up to God, and if he should call her away at any 
time, although she is an only child, they believe they could 
say from the heart, " Thy will be done," and rejoice in the 
blessed assurance that, with other lambs, she would be for- 
ever in the fold of the good Shepherd. J. b. e. 
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HINDOO ORPHAN GIRLS. -. 

Here you have an engraving of three Hindoo orphan 0f^f 
who hove been brought up at Burdwan, in Northern Indik, 
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where some English missionaries are laboring. Their 
names are Anna, Rajee, and Rabee. Anna is now married 
to a native Christian catechist. Rajee, the last we heard of 
her, was still at school. Rabee was sent to England, and, 
when she had been well educated there, went back to teach 
an infant school in her own country. Some time ago she 
was taken sick, and gradually went down to the grave. 
During the whole she was very meek and patient, and was 
delighted when visitors prayed with her and talked to her 
of Jesus. She has now gone to those " many mansions " 
which the Savior has prepared for all who love him. 

You will be interested to know something about the Or- 
phan School in Burdwan. A few- years since there was a 
dreadful storm and flood in Bengal. For four days the wind 
blew with great power, overturning trees and destroying 
ships, boats and houses. The poor inhabitants were some 
of them drowned, and some killed in other ways. Many 
were left without food or any shelter over their heads. It 
was at that time that missionaries, and other kind-hearted 
people, gathered quite a number of starving children to- 
gether. To see the pow children was very aflfecting, enough 
to melt a heart of stone. They came on carts to Burdwan, 
and some were too weak to stand. Many were so sick, too, 
fh)m the distress in which they had been, that all the kind 
nursing they received could not save their lives. But many 
got well again, and were formed into the Burdwan Orphan 
School, where Anna and Rajee and Rabee were taught the 
way to heaven. We hope scores and hundreds in that 
ttchool will, like Rabee, become friends of Christ and hen« 
of glory ; and, when they have served him here, go to serve 
him in his kingdom above, clothed in whiter robes and widi 
palms in their hands. How delightful to think that a multi- 
tude of children, who were once vile, ragged, blaspheooing 
idolfiters, will come from the North, the Soutli^ the East nod 
the West, and sit down in the kingdom of God. 
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A HINDOO MOTHER. 

One day, a young Hindoo woman went down to the 
Ganges, carrying in her arms a sweet bahy, which she whs 
loading with her kisses, and bathing with her tears. Why 
was she loading it with kisses ? Because it was her own 
baby ; she was its mother. Why were her hot tears shed 
so fast over it ? Because she was going to destroy it Her 
religion taught her that it was her duty to drown her lov^ 
babe in the Ganges, and there it was that she was now 
going. She reached the stream, and laid the sweet child 
upon the grass. Then sitting down by its side, she gathered 
some of the long reeds that were growing on the margin of 
the river, and weaved them into a sort of basket There 
were some beautiful flowers, too, growing there ; the flowers 
of the lotus, (a sort of water-lily,) and she gathered them, 
and made a wreath of them to adorn the basket All this 
time, the innocent baby lay on the grass, watching her, and 
looking up with sweet smUes in her face. Next, the poor 
wretched mother lit a lamp, and put it in a comer of the 
basket ; then she lifted up her darling babe, kissed its soft 
cheek a hundred times, and placed it in the midst of tlie 
flowers. It lay in tlie basket, like a beautiful little picture 
framed with flowers. She then pushed off the basket into 
the stream, as an offering to the goddess ; and she expected 
that it would quickly be borne away by the waters out of 
her sight. But she had not pushed it off far enough ; and 
the eddies of the stream brought the basket quite close to 
the bank again. The babe saw its mother, and cried after 
her, and stretched out its little hands, imploring her to take 
it back. But no ! its mother had given it to Gunsa, and 
she durst not take it back. At last it passed under a branch, 
and the child caught hold of it As soon as the mother saw 
that, the thought occurred to her, that possibly tbt baby 
might be delivered ; and she was filled with fear, lest the 
goddess should, after all, lose the offering which she had 
presented to her. To make the destruction of her baby 
sure, she ran to it again, took it in her hands ; but, alas ! not 
to kiss, not to foftdle the little innocent, whose eyes lighted 
up with joy as she came near. No. She wrung its little 
neck round and round, and then threw it into the livea^ 
where it sank to rise no more. 

Alas ! what sort of a religion is that, which teaches motli^ 
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ere to 1)6 SO cruel ? What sort of a god must that be, 
whose blessing must be sought by such horrible means 93 
these ? Will you not pity and help Hindoo mothers ?— JIfiw. 
'Repository, 



A YOUNG GIDEON. 



A boy belonging to one of the schools established by the 
missionaries in the South Seas, had heard so much of the sin 
and folly of idolatry, that his confidence in idols was shaken, 
and he longed to know for a certainty whether the images he 
had been accustomed to worship were really possessed of 
power or not. One day his father and mother went out, and 
left him at home alone. He had spent some time in reading 
his tasks, and thinking over what he had been taught at the 
school the day before. At last the idea came into his mind 
that it would be a good thing to bum the idols. He was, 
however, afraid, partly on account of his parents, and partly 
from the dread he had of offending the gods, and bringing 
down upon him swift destruction. In this difficulty he knelt 
down, and entreated the God of the Christians to take care of 
him and help him. He then rose, and, taking up one of the small- 
est idols, he put it on the fire ; the flames kindled about it, and 
in a short time not a vestige of it remained. The terrified child 
looked on with astonishment ; but no sooner was the first con- 
sumed than he threw on another, and another, and another, 
till, like Gideon of old, he had thoroughly cleansed his father's 
house. When, however, the flames had subsided, and all was 
over, the boy became alarmed at his own temerity. He had 
no more fear of the gods of wood and of stone, but he trem- 
bled at the thought of what his father might say, and he was 
half inclined to repent of his rashness. In this extremity he 
shut up the dwelling, and went into the woods ; and there, in 
the best way he could, he devoted himself to God, promising 
that if God would befriend him and be his God, he would 
serve him all the days of his life. "While he was there, his 
fieither and mother returned, and, missing at once the idols and 
the boy, they feared some spirit had come and taken them 
away together. As soon as they could recover themselves a 
little, they went to the missionary, and asked him if he knew 
any thing about their son. He said he did not ; but, suspect- 
ing what had been done, he offered to accompany them and 
find him out. After going in various directions, they bent 
their steps to the wood, and there, at some distance, imder the 
shadow of a large tree, they saw the lad kneeling before God. 
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The pareato were so tliankful to aee him again, and to find 
^at not a hair of his head had been hurt, that they for^t 
their rebukes, were persuaded to renounce their heathenish 
customs, and henceforth gave themselves up to the study of 
the Holy Scriptures. The boy, encouraged by the Divine 
goodness, was confirmed in his resolution to hB the Lord's, 
and aftwward became a zealous teacher in the schools, and a 
preacher of the gospel among his brethren. — S. S. Penny Mag* 



CHILDBEN FROM AMONG THE HEATHEN AT THE 
GATE OF HEAVEN. 

Little travelers Zionward, 

Each one entering into rest, 
In the kingdom of your Lord, 

In the mansions of the Blest :— - 
There, to welcome, Jesus waits, 

Gives the crowns his followers win— 
liffc your heads, ye golden gates ! 

Let the little travelers in ! 

Who are they, whose little feet, 

Pacing life's dark journey through, 
Now have reached that heavenly seat, 

They had ever kept in view ? 
** I from Greenland's frozen land ; " 

" I from India's sultry plain ; " 
" I firom Afric's barren sand ; " 

*' I from islands of the main." 

" All our earthly journey past. 

Every tear and pain gone by, 
Here together met at last. 

At the portal of the sky, 
Each the welcome * COME ' awaits 

Conquerors over death and sin." 
lift your beads, ye golden gates ! 

Let the little travelers in ! 
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